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Innis  Herald  Discriminated  Against  by  big  News  Conglomerate  "Varsity" 


Late  this  past  October,  the  Innis  Herald  had  what 
its  current  editors  could  only  call  "a  scandal  of  epic  pro- 
portions". This  comment  was.  of  course,  very  subjective 
and  spoken  with  the  common  Innis  bias.  Common  Innis 
scandals  usually  involve  cutlery  lifted  from  the  cafe  or 
someone  getting  drunk  in  the  ICSS  office.  The  Herald  scan- 
dal was  bigger  than  this  run-of-the-mill  garbage.  And  that's 
big. 

The  previous  Herald  editor  Diane  Sidik  and  her  co- 
editor  Rachel  Murray  resigned  on  a  cold  October  afternoon. 
Joel  Schuster  replaced  her  as  editor,  and  Lauren  Speers 
replaced  Murray  as  co-editor.  Shortly  thereafter,  big  News 
Conglomerate  the  "Varsity"  got  wind  of  what  had  happened 
and  sent  several  crack  reporters  to  cover  the  story. 

Or,  so  they  should  have.  In  reality,  only  one  first- 
year  cub  reporter  ever  found  his  way  to  Innis.  After  talk- 
ing to  most  of  the  people  involved  (the  current  editor  was 
conspicuously  absent),  a  story  was  written  and  placed  in 
the  Thursday  edition  of  the  Varsity. 

The  Varsity's  handling  of  the  situation  was  down- 


right discriminatory  toward  the  Herald.  Not  only  was  their 
story  written  a  month  after  the  Crisis  of  Scandalous  Size, 
but  it  was  utterly  buried  on  page  three!  Those  of  us  who 
remember  last  year's  New  College  newspaper  fiasco  can 
only  look  on  this  with  indignation.  The  Varsity  would  make 
it  seem  that  the  Innis  Herald  is  not  deserving  of  the  front- 
page coverage  which  the  New  Edition  was  privy  to. 

Now,  the  Herald  was  pleased  that  the  "Quote  of  the 
Week"  in  the  Varsity  was  plucked  from  The  Incident.  Un- 
fortunately, the  quote  was  taken  out  of  context  and 
misexplained  [I  am  not  certain  that  this  is  a  word. 
Maybe  I  should  have  fixed  it  rather  than  write  this  - 
ed.].  The  Innis  Herald  was  disappointed  about  the  lack  of 
journalistic  integrity  employed  here,  but  was  happy  to  note 
that  it  was  not  the  only  paper  on  campus  which  cranks  out 
issues  with  reckless  abandon. 

The  Innis  Herald  is  now  extensively  lobbying  the 
Varsity  over  equal  coverage.  Put  simply,  the  Innis  Herald 
Scandal  should  be  put  on  the  front  page  of  the  Varsity  for 
weeks,  not  "fit"  onto  page  three.  There  wasn't  even  a  pic- 


ture! The  headline  wasn't  terribly  catchy,  being  only  "Innis 
Herald  editor  and  co-editor  resign".  How  about  "Scandal 
rocks  foundation  of  Innis  College"  or  "Innis  Herald  Kicked 
'  in  Nuts"?  The  Varsity  told  its  "readers"  that  the  editor  and 
co-editor  resigned  a  month  after  it  happened.  Perhaps  they 
could  have  at  least  been  current.  Maybe  "Tired  old  editors 
replaced  by  robots  one  month  ago"  or  "Harrison  Ford  / 
Innis  Herald  bestiality  crisis".  Okay,  those  aren't  set  in 
stone  or  anything,  but  they  could  have  done  something! 

The  Innis  Herald  feels  that  all  Innis  students  (known 
as  the  ICSS;  this  term  does  not  refer  to  the  student  govern- 
ment exclusively)  deserve  better  than  seeing  their  good 
name  buried  on  page  three.  Hell,  "YMCA  sets  up  course 
for  businesswomen"  found  its  way  to  page  one.  Why  not 
"Innis  Herald  editors  killed  in  a  tragic  coup  by  frantic  alli- 
gators". Even  "Star-studded  scandal  at  Innis  College" 
would  have  done.  The  Innis  Herald  is  not  picky! 

Varsity,  next  time  get  your  facts  straight;  oh,  and 
when  you're  dealing  with  Innis  College,  put  us  on  page 
one.  Irmis  is  what  people  are  interested  in. 


EDITORIAL:  SCANDAL! 

by:  Joel  Schuster 

Hopefully  by  the  lime  you're  reading  this  issue  all  your  stress  will  have  drained  out  of  you.  This  time 
of  year  is  hard  enough  without  half  of  your  year's  marks  determined  on  the  same  day. 

Anyway,  since  it  is  die  holiday  season,  1  think  it  best  for  me  to  relate  to  you  a  holiday  tale.  A  couple  of 
Decembers  ago,  I  was  caught  in  a  snowdrift  in  a  frozen  car.  To  top  it  off,  I  was  out  in  the  middle  of  nowhere. 
With  only  my  good  friend  Bob  in  the  car,  we  had  to  keep  warm  any  way  we  could.  We  got  very  close  in  the 
front  seat,  and  then  remembered  that  this  uncomfortable  situation  could  be  avoided  with  the  car's  cigarette 
lighter. 

Once  the  lighter  heated  up,  it  soon  hit  our  pathetic  selves  that  we  could  never  get  warm  unless  we 
started  a  small  fire.  Without  thinking,  Bob  dropped  the  glowing  lighter  underneath  the  seat  Now,  we  were  still 
pretty  cold  and  weren't  moving  all  that  fast.  I'll  tell  you,  buddy,  I'd  have  moved  a  lot  quicker  had  I  remem- 
bered all  the  road  flares  I'd  dumped  under  the  driver's  seat 

The  flares  caught  with  a  wicked  red  light,  instantly  illuminating  the  car  with  mind-numbing  heat  and 
intensity.  Anyway,  to  make  a  lon^  story  short.  Bob  caught  on  fire  and  had  to  put  himself  out  with  the  snowbank. 
Then,  a  UFO  saw  us  and  pulled  us  up  into  the  sky  and  took  us  to  another  planet.  Santa  was  diere,  and  Bob 
kicked  him  in  the  nuts;  this  was  presumably  done  because  he  had  suffered  bums  on  40%  of  his  body,  but 
personally  I  think  he  still  looked  okay. 

Okay,  so  maybe  parts  of  this  story  don't  make  sense  and  aren't  really  true.  I  think  that  there  is  a 
valuable  lesson  to  be  learned  here.  I  don't  know  what  it  is,  exactly,  but  if  you  send  us  something  which  sounds 
good  I'll  print  it  in  the  next  issue.  I'll  even  call  i^y|^ub|^||^Lis|Jike  this. 

Oh,  and  to  clear  up  a  point.  By  thUipif^^H^HhiS'lffGMfl^  be  done  all  the  stressful  assignments 
which  are  due  right  now.  In  other  wqB^fl^^m^ffitjylfaffra  ridiculous  amount  of  stress  right  now. 
Sorry  for  writing  this.  ^|ba|^™3Ud^ 


by  Lauren  Speers 


This  could  be  a  lament  for  lost  sleeping  opportunity  or  an  epithalamion  for  Rachel  Murray  and  Diane 
Sidik  but  really,  that  would  be  boring.  I  could  talk  about  how  the  Varsity  kinda  sorta  misrepresented  what's 
going  on  at  the  Herald,  but  that  would  be  political,  and  that's  a  no-no  at  the  moment  [just  check  out  (he  article 
on  this  page  about  that  -ed].  I  always  thought  that  if  one  was  an  editor  then  one  would  have  important 
opinions  about  the  stuff  that  happens  in  the  milieu  of  the  paper,  but  that  would  probably  be  more  boring  then 
the  lament...  which  most  people  would  actually  sympathize  with  at  this  time  of  year.  But  not  much  actually 
happens  at  The  Herald. 

Basically,  this  is  our  holiday  issue.  It  was  originally  going  to  be  four  pages.  Then  it  grew  lo  twelve. 
And  then  we  realized  that  so  many  (really  wonderful)  people  wrote  in  on  such  pertinent,  non-filler-like  sub- 
jects that  the  Herald  could  be  the  proud  possessor  of  the  sixteen  sweet  pages  you  see  before  your  eyes.  And,  we 
once  again  received  more  articles  then  we  could  print;  kudos  to  those  who  wrote  and  didn't  get  published... Sony, 
and  we'll  \iy  and  get  what  you  wrote  in  for  the  January  issue.  Which,  by  the  way.  will  be  out  in  the  first  couple 
of  weeks  in  January  (go  figure).  If  anybody  reading  this  suddenly  feels  an  incredible,  undeniable,  overwhelm- 
ing urge  to  write,  draw  or  take  pictures  for  it.  please  go  ahead.  It  would  be  really  great  not  to  have  to  put 
together  a  newspaper  in  a  couple  of  days  because  our  conu-ibulors  only  had  a  week  or  so  to  think  about  what 
they  put  in.  Well,  now  all  you  potential  conu-ibutors  have  a  month.  Enough  eager  beaver  editor  stuff,  though... 
It's  worse  than  the  epiUialamion  would  have  been. 

I  just  asked  Joel  and  Damian  what  they  thought  I  could  write  about  in  my  editorial. 
I  should  have  anticipated  their  answer.  "Sex!"  said  Damian.  "Sex,"  said  Joel.  ("Sex?"  thought  Lauren.) 

[Lauren's  editorial  was  left  in  Its  incomplete  state  as  she  ran  off  yelling  and  sweating.  We  hope  to  have 
her  back  in  time  for  January,  assuming  she's  recovered.  One  thing  -  what's  an  epithamalion?  -cd.] 
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Herald  Thanks  and  Information 

Feel  free  to  drop  any  submission  to  room  305  (old  build- 
ing) Innis  College,  any  time  during  the  week  .  Our  phone  number 
is  978-4748,  and  FAX  is  978-5503.  Our  address  is  rm  305,  Innis 
College,  2  Sussex  Avenue,  Toronto  Ontario.  M5S  I J5. 

To  all  the  people  who  wrote  for  this  issue  (or  the  last  one. 
for  that  matter),  thanks  for  coming  out.  We  are  only  here  because 
of  you.  We'd  also  like  to  remind  everybody  of  the  upcoming 
election  for  the  positions  of  Editor  and  Co-editor.  The  notices 
with  dates  are  expected  soon  from  the  I.C.S.S. 

The  Innis  Herald  is  the  monthly,  student-mn  newspaper  of 
Innis  College.  The  Innis  herald  has  an  open-letter  policy.  We 
reserve  the  right  to  edit  any  submissions,  including  sexist,  racist, 
or  homophobic  contents,  in  consultation  with  the  author.  All 
writing  submitted  must  be  accompanied  by  the  author's  signature 
and  telephone  number.  The  views  and  opinions  expressed  in  the 
Innis  Herald  attribute  only  to  their  audiors  and  do  not  reflect  the 
opinions  of  Innis  College  and  the  student  body.  Really,  we're 
glad  you're  reading  this. 

Special  thanlu  to  Aaron,  Sue  and  Cathy  who  kept  me  from 
having  multiple  heart  attacks  and  throwing  myself  off  the  roof 
of  Innis.  You  guys  are  amazing  and  are  hereby  nominated  for 
sainthood. 
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Funding  Cuts,  Slashes  and  Disappears 

By  Lauren  and  Adam 

This  is  a  serious  article.  It  has  no  place  in  the  forum  for  humour,  wit  and  perversion  that  constitutes  the  Innis  Herald  of  today.  SUll.  this  article  is  important  to  all  of  us.  because 
most  of  us  want  school  to  be  affortlable  (unless  your  parents  are  paying  for  it  and  you  don't  care.) 

The  long  and  the  short  of  it  is  that  Ontario  universities  are  facing  a  $162  million  cutback  from  their  government  funding.  The  Tory  government's  finance  minister  Ernie  Eves 
(who  should  be  shot  and  peed  on)  announced  the  plan  for  the  $6  billion  social  spending  cuts  on  November  29th.  This  means  that  hospitals,  schools  and  municipaliUes  province-wide 
will  take  the  damage. 

Even  if  the  U.  of  T.  raises  tuition  as  much  as  they  are  legally  allowed  to,  after  the  1 5  %  cut,  this  venerable  institution  will  be  forced  to  swallow  a  $35  million  loss  in  revenue.  This  will 
mean  larger  classes,  larger  debts  and  fewer  student  services. 

The  debt  factor  is  alarming.  OSAP  is  not  planning  on  increasing  student  loans  to  compensate  for  the  increased  cost  of  tuiUon,  at  least  not  next  year.  The  current  program  will 
not  be  altered  until  the  summer  of  1997.  Many  people  will  find  that  their  summer  jobs  cannot  pay  for  the  rising  costs  of  university  and  living,  in  effect  being  almost  forced  to  take  on 
part-time  work.  Will  enrollment  in  colleges  soar  as  a  result?  The  student's  standard  of  living  is  already  down  from  what  it  was  ten  years  ago.  With  these  cuts,  it  will  likely  plummet 
further.  The  new  government  loan  plan,  which  will  demand  interest  payments  from  students  concurrently  enrolled  in  the  education  system  (based  on  income-contingency),  will  cost 
students  more  in  the  end; 
educationally,  as  well  as  financially. 

Faced  with  less  money  to  work  with,  the  departments  will  have  to  tighten  their  belts  by  more  than  a  few  notches.  Couree  selection  will  diminish  immediately,  since  smaller 
classes  cost  more  to  run.  Though  we  will  pay  more  there  will  be  fewer  professors  proportionally,  with  many  more  students.  The  quality  of  education  consequently  tumbles,  as 
professors  and  T.A.'s  have  less  time  to  spend  with  each  individual.  Student  services  (particularly  non-academic  ones,  like  counseling  centers)  will  decrease  as  even  the  mighty 
libraries  take  a  blow  as  surplus  money  becomes  a  thing  of  the  past. 

And  this  is  just  the  fust  of  three  scheduled  cuts.  Thanks,  Mike. 


The  Non-demoninalization  of  Christmas 

By  Suzanne  Stephenson 

Ah,  Christmastime  in  this  city.  Celebration  of  the  birth  of  a  prophetic  leader  turned 
buy-by  impetus  draining  of  meaning.  The  over-commercialized  Capitalist  money  grab. 
Countless  dollars  sucked  out  of  consumers  because  of  a  special  day  observed  in  Christi- 
anity, albeit  a  majority  religion  in  North  America.  If  present  society  is  to  have  a  non- 
denominalizcd  holiday,  the  spiritual  significance  of  that  occasion  should  be  based  upon 
something  that  everyone  has  in  common.  How  is  this  posssible  in  such  a  layered  salad? 
Economy,  supply  and  demand  create  a  commercial  circus.  A  celebration  of  birth  in  the 
dead  of  winter.  The  overwhelming  stress  of  school,  work,  entertaining,  being  broke  and 
seasonal  snifflings  aree  amplified  by  the  bustle  of  anxious  shoppers  and  capitalist  con- 
spiracy Santa  Claus  parade.  Access  to  the  subway  thwarted  by  impermeable  layers  of 
miserable  children  and  even  more  miserable  parents  ogling  at  irritatingly  cheery  elfs, 
cheesy  floats  and  petrified  marching  musicians.  Merry  fucking  Christmas  kids! 

The  series  of  events  surrounding  Christmas  have  escalated  into  a  strength-sapping 
inferno.  Capitalist  advertisers  provide  the  masses  with  enticing  ropes  to  cling  to  as  we 
apparently  climb  the  uneven. wall  to  heaven.  Pride  in  the  snide  remarks  and  showing  off 
of  obnoxious  rich  relatives.  Envy  of  shiny  new  toys  with  pretty  buttons  which  mysteri- 
ously do  not  appear  amidst  the  ribbons  and  bows.  The  excruciating  wrath  of  bitching 
inlaws.  Love  is  certainly  misdirected  while  preparing  for  Santa  Claus  to  come  to  town. 
Sloth  produced  by  sitting  around  getting  loaded  on  eggnog  while  on  vacation  from  work. 
A  love  removal  machine.  The  avaricious  need  to  receive  bigger  and  better  packages. 
Gluttony  created  while  munching  on  excessive  amounts  of  turkey  and  goodies.  Exces- 
sive false  material  love.  According  to  professor  Mavatwala  (my  presence  can  be  found  in 
Anthropology  1 00  on  occasion)  more  babies  are  conceived  at  Christmas  than  at  any  odier 
time  of  the  year.  Perhaps  mistletoe  really  does  aid  in  seduction. 

Frankly,  the  bullshit  of  the  season  Is  adding  to  my  stress  level.  The  meaning  of 
Christmas  has  become  too  jaded  with  hype  to  be  believed.  Show  your  appreciation  for 
those  you  care  for  every  day  of  the  year.  Eveyone  celebrates  meaningful  events  in 
different  ways.  This  year,  concentrate  on  giving  love  and  energy,  for 
Christmas  can  no  longer  be  taken  seriously. 


Reality  Getting  You  Down? 
Escape  To  A  World  Of  Your  Choos- 
ing ! 

Join    the    Innis  RoZe- 
Playing  Society 

The  IRS  is  accepting  new  members,  so  sign  up 
now.  Tell  us  what  game  you  want  to  play,  or  run, 
and  we'll  start  campaigning.  Games  begin  in  the 
New  Year,  so  there's  lots  of  time  to  plan  and 
scheme. 

ShadowRun 
Space;  1889 
Dungeons  &  Dragons 
Harn 
Magic 
Call  of  Cthulu 
Rifts 
Heroes  Unlimited 
and  Many  More . . . 

Beginners  Welcome  3 

Sign  up  on  the  Innis  Clubs  Board,  drop  a  note  in 
the  Vice  President:  Government's  box  in  room  116 
of  Innis  College  orcali  William  at  532-41 21 

Entry  Fee:    2  (two)  Pennies 


Re:  Tamopolsky's  As/eruron  Cocaine 
While  true  that  Obelix  is  massive,  let's  not  overlook  the 
telling  semioiic  import  of  his  name  itself.  An  obelisk,  of 
course,  being  a  tall  pillar  which  tapers  from  a  thick  base 
to  a  penetrating  pyramidal  point.  More  fascinatingly 
phallic  in  its  linguistic  suggestion,  I  suggest,  than  the 
boringiy  blatant  phallic  forest. 

V.  Sarcophagus 

Damian  writes:  Sarcophagus'  twiddlingly  inconsequen- 
tial thoughts  are  as  banal  in  content  as  they  are  lax  in 
expression:  perhaps  less  sparky  ^an  a  long-dead 
catamite  to  Rameses  II.  1  refer  the  'writer'  to  Shanks' 
savage  dismissal  of  early  neo-formalist  "Obidiah" 
postulate  (U.  of  Oh..  1923)  which  dealt  lavishly  with 
similar  (if  more  interesting)  hypotheses,  in  the  light  of 
which  no  informed  reader  would  thinkingly  dare  suggest 
them  again. 


Letters  to  the  Editors 


So  this  is  the  Innis  Herald  under  new  management.  Big 
deal.  As  much  as  I  would  like  to  think  that  new  faces  behind 
the  print  would  mean  an  overhaul  of  the  paper,  it  is  plainly 
not  the  case.  Not  that  I  have  any  right  to  complain,  as  I  did 
not  take  on  the  job,  not  would  I.  Its  is  a  shitty  job.  and  it  is 
almost  totally  thankless.  Still,  with  such  an  inftjsion  of 
new  blood  I  would  hope  that  the  paper  would  change 
complexion  at  least  somewhat.  That  is  not  to  say  that  it  is 
a  bad  paper,  for  what  it  does.  It  prints  the  crap  that  people 
submit  so  that  they  can  read  their  own  work  later  and 
complain  about  the  editing.  The  paper  can  only  print  what 
is  submitted,  a  fact  that  makes  the  resignation  of  the  old 
editors  completely  unsurprising.  It  is  hard  to  make  pate 
from  dogshit  and  tripe.  Still,  there  could  be  ways  of  at 
least  making  the  paper  look  different,  until  you  start  to  read. 
Except  for  the  long,  pointless,  meaningless  editorial  (which 
from  reading  the  Varsity  is  only  part  of  die  story)  diere  is 
no  way  that  this  new  Herald  could  be  distinguished  from 
the  old. 

Tlie  bottom  line  is  diat  I'm  tired  of  the  new.  identical 
to  the  old,.  Innis  Herald.  I'm  tired  of  reading  about  sports 
that  no  one  but  the  participants  care  about,  movies  diat  I 
wouldn't  pay  matinee  prices  for.  and  poetry  too  sweet  for 


my  coffee  and  endless,  exclusive  inside  jokes  that  no  one 
involved  thinks  are  funny.  If  this  weak,  pathetic  little  whine 
of  mine  is  the  best  thing  in  the  paper,  or  worse,  it  is  omitted 
due  10  editorial  squeamishness,  then  I  am  proud  to  say  that 
I  will  never  read  the  new.  new  innis  Herald  again,  and  I 
will  be  well  enriched  for  that. 

Editor  spews:  Well,  I  dare  say  your  "pathcFtic  little 
whine"  is  the  most  malicious  piece  in  the  paper  rather 
than  the  best,  oh  nameless  "friend.".  We  feel  that  the 
articles  we  get,  while  perhaps  are  not  Nobel-prize 
winning  material,  are  at  least  an  indication  of  someone 
taking  the  time  to  show  that  they  care  what  their  school 
paper  has  to  say;  and  an  equal  indication  of  wanting  to 
give  something  positive  to  what  is  essentially,  their 
forum  for  opinion.  The  Herald  is  a  reflection  of  what 
the  Innisites  that  contribute  have  to  say,  and  until  you 
contribute  something  that  isn't  petty  and  small-minded, 
that  will  make  you  proud  to  write  your  name  on  it  rather 
than  hiding  it.then  keep  your  editorial  criticism  to 
yourself.  As  Joel  would  say,  "you  can  kiss  my  ass." 


■  iini  s.  K 


Yule  Be  Sorry 


Odds  are  theat  you're  going  to  make  yourself  miserable  this  Holiday  Season.  Get  over  it.  Mc,  I'm  geting  all  my  bitching  and  whining  over  with  now,  In  print,  and  my  gripe  is  all  the 
bloody  Christmas  griping  I'm  going  to  have  to  endure.  Again. 

If  you  arc  a  typical  Christmas  Loser,  you  will  almost  certainly  spend  too  much  money  over  the  holidays  -  even  to  the  point  of  spending  money  you  don't  have.  You  will  eat  too  much, 
drink  too  much,  stress  out  loo  much,  and  spend  altogether  too  much  time  doing  things  you  hate  with  people  you  can't  really  stand.  You  are  also  likely  to  spend  a  goodly  chunk  of  your  "time 
off  to  relax"  (be  it  from  work,  school,  or  both)  working  working  like  a  fiend,  or  do  ou  not  consider  shopping,  wrapping,  cooking,  and  cleaning  to  be  work? 

Take  some  advice  from  the  Roach,  and  make  you  resolutions  NOW.  Resolve  not  to  become  yet  another  Christmas  Loser,  ad  then  stick  to  it.  That  way  you  stand  a  slim  chance  of  actually 
enjoying  ourself  over  the  holidays.  Some  particular  ri.-olutri>ns  mhj  mii'lit  iv^nt  li»  adnpl: 
1.  Stay  away  frnn^  the  malls  This  is  always^H^  ; 

cathedrals  of  the  Chruch  of  Consumerisn^P^Ibc  '-^i;       v    ^i.?  -      -  ^i.  ui  wrv  ^hrf^£l)i:(Ic1.  i  ^  -.>•.,>. 
you  don't  like  things  they  don't  need.  If  ^)if  tiimk  Kt,AI,l.>  ^snind.  tio  ,so»it-th«i:?  alwut  ii,  N  t>H  .  '  p.  !i{  ItaM  cii 

incentive,  consider  this  tidbit  (courtesy  oRRjcbarti  Shtiikafi  n  utit-rfv  -jnmaixfL  l.matKK  I-u^  \  (.  iKristu  ti  ;  siit  J^i.NU>ryJ; 

Untillthe  Civil  War  AChristmas  was  but  ^^mtil^flteer vaK  M<)-,i  \li.Kftin<;h.  rttailcni  fuirdly  sct-nicd  lo  laki-  tiohL  -         .  , -i^,  ^f.- 
in  1841  did  not  contain  a  single  of  exampI^Pin^Q^^lisuin  iTHh    (.  hi  islmas  titoiiti.  ll  wasn't  until  after  the  C^U 
they  did,  however,  it  didn't  take  long  for  them  to  discover  llic  toiimttrcial  ptiSMbiJiJiW  uJlcred  bv  the  holiday.  By 
year." 

H||M|jMlliiH&fc Ittnv  iiiiicli  (in;e  thov  s) 
iP^IW^mi  itiis  stule  than  I'd  tik< 
^  niitil  mi(!-.taa^arey  dnhe  curliesL  Even  if  you  tliihiv  u>li  i<i<e  Hkso  (K:ti(>!v\  j^  -, 
somi'  wKiaf  <jb0gatjon  that  you  absolutely  can'tytt  oui  of, yuit  lan  siiJI  miltgai 
ii')in  Uir  (iit-re^df  the  night.  If  anyone  ciinies  by,  moon  !<i!J^ii-  i^u^l  iril  :iw.n\  ^ln 
!•.!->;.  ■.ou't!  ^!c>'.  likuly  to  bv  i;nili.-ii  l)uck  nc\i  ■ 
m!iidlus,> ciosumL-rism,  aori  rt'Mi)\e  (o  s])i.'rid  v* 
:)atlbc-i-e  Il'S-s  forUioalt;  lli;in  yoiirsfU:  •; 


2.  Slav  away  from  relatives  In  general,  a  good  measure  of  a  pi 
spend  being  miserable  around  people  the  hate.  (I  know  that  ij- 
holidays  lower  your  score  on  this  measure,  and  avoid  your  ri 
that  much  more  likely  to  STILL  like  them  m  January.  If  yoi 
d'oeuvres  as  soon  as  you  arrive,  and  then  lock  yourself  m 
(politely,  of  course).  Remember  to  sneak 

3.  Do  The  Right  Thing  Try  to  come  up  witli  creative  alternatives  lo  miiidl 
yourself.  (Yes,  you  Pathetic  Whiner,  I  dare  to  suggest  that  there  ARL  pt;f)|ili 


l  abid  mo"?).  These  places  are  enormous 
ifUiiii  money  you  don't  have  buying  people 
V.  A  ou  pathetic  whiner.  If  you  need  extra 

ifi  thul  (lie  pages  of  the  New  York  IVibune 
Hti^titini;  with  secial  Christmas  sales.  Once 
'  li:inls  single  largest  sellimg  month  of  the 

N  !  (()  be  with  versus  how  much  time  they 
h  j)ail)C'lic  whiners.)  Resolve  not  to  let  the 
itiiji  llicm  over  the  holidays  will  make  you 
sur  losses.  My  advice  is  to  grab  a  few  hors 
-fjippv  hors  de'oeuvres  gave  you  the  shits 


less  fortunate  than  you.)  After  all,  docs  Billy  really  ned  a  new  bonji?  if  ihiU  what  Utis  time  o!  year  is  rcaliy  uhoui .  ^  u- 

This  year,  tell  Billy  that  you're  donationg  five  hours  of  volunteer  labour  ti)  the  iixJd  bank  m  hts  name.  Hetter  vci-  mMu  ,  i  -    ;  .i  -  , 

buying  things  that  are  desperately  needed  for  people  vou  don't  even  ^ow.  Sm&||iIs  make?  a  dffferijnce  m  h(H4  vf.i!  >l  ;(  a  '.o^jkc-^  liiikav 
It's  also  important  to  note  that  there  are  more  direct  benefits  than  the^zdjn^^st  [C  oni.-s,  Vou  t  ;H)  siive  your  un  n  lloit  aiitl  itinticv  ijy  roolvfogt-i 
as  you  would  otherwise  spend  figuring  out  what  to  buy  for  peoj^^MPI^t,  wrapping  it,  and  agetling  it  lo  them  iluicl^Oi>  lams  ytilv.  c  la-f-w  i; 
and  really  unhealthful  foods).  You'll  also  reap  tons  of  free  fj^Jn^Ianuary  -  the  time  you  would  otherwise  spend  wbining.and-lCjBiIv's  sfjll  bHiinnL 
any  good-sized  melon  and  two  plastic  drinking  straws  (sbematics  in  the  next  issue  of  the  Herald  -  stay  tuned).  ~  "  _ 


>ias  helping  out  those  less  fortunate  than 
Mj^f^est  that  there  ARE  people  out  there 


Well,  that's  it  for  now.  If  you  follow  my  advice,  you  won't  have  any  reasons 


Christmas  Traditio 


[although  this  article  is  about  religion,  it  really  is  very  good, 
Please  read  it  You  know,  there  are  lots  of  cool  things  about  religioi 
nuns.  So  please  read,  -ed] 


the  holidays.  If  you  don't,  well...  that's  your  pi 


u-v.  spending  only  what  you  can  afford 
ii  e  HI  the  world  around  you.  (Hint:  It  Does.) 
spend  just  half  us  much  of  each  on  the  needy 
IhM  iip,  idiotic  Hallmark  cards,  toxic  booze, 
,  rcnKniher  that  you  can  make  a  bong  out  of 


it  don't  come  whining  to  me. 


'boring  a|. 
Me  sodomy,  ^d 

K 

Christmas  is  a  time  of  peace,  joy  lo  the  world  and  goodwill  lo  all  men.  Or  so  they  sty- 
The  thing  is,  many  people  hate  Christmastime,  becasuc  of  the  commercialis^  fflCTfflnHy^jbli- 
gations,  and  all  lhai  goddamn  Christmas  cheer.  Who  really  wants  lo  go  to  another  badly  pro- 
duced Christmas  pageant?  Who  really  likes  eggneg.  or  intense  shopping,  or  Ch™imas  morn- 
ing services  at  church?  And  who.  I  ask  who.  acluflllv  enjoys  sing^  Chris ima^K^I^? 

Luckily,  there  are  Chrislmas-timc  traditions  other  than  the  f  —  - 

can  ones  we  generally  celebrate  that  arc  far  more  Jnlercsling.  Sc 
the  boring  old  'Christian '  thing  [I'm  not  even  going  to  specula 
not  make  sculptures  out  of  yak  builer? 
Winter  Solstice 

Winter  solstice  celebrations  are  heard  on  tf 
dryids  in  Scotland  celebrated  this  day  becau | 
get  longer  after  ihe  solstice.  Solstice  was  cell 
the  25  in  an  effort  by  the  not-at-all-oppressivB 
But  being  a  heathen  is  fun,  because  Winter  3 
singing  around  a  big  fire,  adn  making  as  mil 
other  words,  party  like  a  maniac. 
Feast  of  the  Ass  —  Middle  Ages  ChristiurJ 
This  festival  involves  bringing  an  ass  into  cl| 
ing  the  entire  congregation  bray  like  asses,  ii 
church  [I  think  that  this  is  the  same  as  ttii 
suppressed  il  in  the  fiflecnlh  century.  Goddl 
Butter  Sculpture  Festival  —  Buddhist  Nel 
To  cplebratc  Ihe  New  Year  in  Tibci.  BuddlT 
depicting  a  different  story  or  fable  each  yearJ 
special  butler  lamps.  Awards  are  given  for  Ihf 
"1  can't  believe  it's  butter!" 
Night  of  the  Radishes 

In  Oaxaca,  Mexico,  the  introduction! 
on  December  23.  Radishes  in  this  area  grol 
radishes  are  carved  into  claboraie  scenes  f 
legends.  Bui  when  sculpting  edible  root  vegelilbles  (like  radishes  or  lumips)  in  ihe  presence  of 
relatives,  always  remember  the  wise  words  of  BlackAdder  II,  "Nothing  will  stop  an  inheritance 
like  Ihingy-shapcd  tumip." 

Hari-Kuyo  —  Japanese  Festival  of  the  Broken  Needles 

Buddhists  hold  this  feslival  on  December  8  in  Japan,  and  anyone  who  sews  may  par- 
licipale.  A  special  shrine  is  made  for  Ihe  needles  containing  offerings  of  food  and  scissors  and 
ihimbles.  A  pan  of  tofu  is  the  center  of  the  shrine  and  all  the  broken  and  bent  needles  are 
inserted  into  il.  As  the  needles  go  into  the  tofu,  the  sewer  recites  a  special  prayer  in  thanks  for 
its  nne  service  over  the  year.  The  needles  find  their  final  resting  place  at  sea,  as  devotees 
everywhere  wrap  iheir  tofu  in  paper  and  launch  them  out  lo  sea. 
Hanukkah 

MosI  people  have  heard  ot  Channukah,  bul  don't  know  the  story  behind  it.  Well,  here 
it  is.  in  much  abbreviated  form.  Hannukah  celebrales  Judas  Maccabee's  victory  overAntiochus 
Ihe  Syrian  21.000  years  ago.  After  the  victory  party,  Judas  and  his  followers,  who  had  been 
driven  oul  of  Jerusalem  by  ihe  Syrians,  relumed  to  their  Temple,  which  ichy  found  had  been 
desecrated  by  Anliochus.  IF  that  wasn't  enough,  there  was  also  enough  oil  to  like  the  Holy 
Light  (which,  like  the  Olympic  flame,  bul  having  nothing  to  do  with  athletics,  must  never  go 
out)  for  only  one  day,  and  il  would  take  eight  days  lo  gel  new  supplies  of  oil.  (Talk  about 
joncsing.)  Bul.  and  herin  lies  the  miracle,  Ihe  oil  lasted  for  eight  days  and  eight  nighls. 

Since  then  Jews  have  celebrated  ihe  miracle  of  the  light  as  well  as  the  miracle  of  the 
weak  triumphing  over  teh  strong.  They  praise  God  for  delivering  believers  in  God  oul  of  the 
hands  of  the  wicked.  Each  night  of  teh  festival,  the  family  gathers  around  the  mcnorah.  a 
candelabnim  that  holds  eight  candles.  One  candle  is  lit  each  night  until  they  are  all  lit.  on  the 


Wallet- 


W  i^lE^i^S?^"^  Stepher 


At  the  moment,  I  have  $2.25  in  my 
lowledge  that  I  am  not  alone  in  being  broke.j 
realive  freeloading  beomes  an  everyday  occurrj 
ariWncQua^ed  me.  I  appreciate  it  more  than 
has  devised  s|me  ideas  for  hideously  cheap 

however,  my  ffioughts  quickly  derail         1 1 

(crazed  as  it  may  be)  toll 
jCh  is  tou] 
anging  aroi 


^fetor^mwbMtse  creations. 
-a»:loTOwn  agpp  is  certainly  ni 
^Pen  feel  as  though] 
"~  S*S^ig  gifts  bnngs  a  wami.j 
niv7s?*Papier  mache  will  leaJ 
■u-v,'.a  He  moons  actively  proc 
ijLi  a  lot  of  newspaper.  rip[ 
I'pmd,  and  plastic  bags, 
'jj.uvhmg  out  true  artsiei 


-Masks,  alien  hq 
ceiiinc;.  Use  voi 
creations  into  p  n  t 
Iieving  stress  through 
In  the  event  rr 
library  on  mas 
the  full  bnjy  I 
timely  .''or  the 
bread  recipe) 
will  be  revcreu     .i  --U' 
someone's  ap<ii 


■.vhiic- 


resents 


about  eii 
.-ardine 

apanmMit.^ 
ing.  It 
■into  ruli 
E^x  flour,  s 
mooch  SCI 


iind  pail 


«  if 


Kii, 


tirac 


ket.  I  am  somewhat  comforted  in  the 
ig  no  cash  at  Christmas  is  frustrating. 
Many  of  you  have  fed  me,  smoked  me, 
imagine.  In  return,  my  cracking  mind 
give  to  your  friends  this  year.  First, 
rsonalize  the  gifts  1  beslow.  Adding  a 
inessential.  You'll  need  a  bit  of  lime 
at  the  moment,  bul  hey,  that  stranger 


Acting  like  a  kid  again  is  such  fun. 
ting  messy  can  be  euphoric.  I  like  to 
hideous  and  it's  a  great  way  to  spend  a 
for  at  least  24  hrs.  before  being  painted, 
id)  length  strips,  some  balloons,  card- 
ilogether  in  a  big  bowl.  Run  around 
stoned.  Dtp  into  the  goo  and  go  nuts, 
manatees  are  great  lo  hang  from  your 
time!  For  an  added  touch,  turn  your 
e  impemianence  of  things  (besides  re- 
'Hjy  candy! 

1^  stressed  out,  take  a  book  out  of  the 
;lve  bottle  of  scented  oil  and  give  them 
'^nt)  Baking  is  always  appreciated,  and 
xpecled  cash,  check  out  Renala's  short- 
le.  nutritionally  balanced  meal  and  you 
lally  genourous  (or  insane)  offer  lo  clean 

from  the  establishments  you  frequent 
ed  in  217,  you  can  never  have  enough 
le  is  entertaining  as  well.  Sandalwood 
:ts  for  people  is  an  added  way  to  put  ofT 
you  can  play  around  with  different  de- 


\tjy  ihreac!  h  dirt  ciie^ 

aTjoiig  making  n'igTirrApparently  fruit  bongs  are  quite  effective.  An 
apple  and  some  tubing  and  a  bowl  do  tne  tricK 

In  the  event  that  you  have  an  entire  day  to  spend  avoiding  necessity,  have  a  dollar  store 
day!  Run  madly  to  a  variety  of  discount  stores  and  buy  strange  things  like  inflatable  dinosaurs 
and  silly  putty.  Finally,  when  thaat  $2.25  in  your  pocket  turn  into  $0.25,  give  someone  a  great 


big  hug.  We  all  need  one  right  now. 


nni  s. 


The  Santa  Claus  Parade:  From  a 
different  Perspective 

By  Seda  Nanorian 

I  looked  out  my  window  and  what  did  appear,  but  a  miniature  sled  and  eight  tiny 
reindeer.  And  dial's  the  truth! 

On  November  I9th,  1 995.  die  Santa  Claus  Parade  celebrated  its  90ch  anniversary  in 
a  bigger  than  ever  bash...  and  I  had  birds-eye  seats.  Living  above  a  store  right  on  Bloor 
Street,  I  celebrated  my  own  personal  2nd  anniversary  of  the  Santa  Claus  Parade  by  remov- 
ing our  apartment  windows  and  dangling  vicariously  over  Bloor  St.  with  a  camera,  yelling 
greetings  to  parade  participants.  If  you  thought  the  floats  were  a  sight,  you  should  have 
looked  up  to  the  pajama-clad  twenty-one  year  old  kid  blowing  bubbles  out  the  window, 
desperately  trying  to  get  Santa's  attention! 

As  I  said,  this  year  was  Toronto's  90th  annual  celebration  of  the  time-honoured 
Santa  Claus  Parade.  Children  and  dieir  parents  were  eageriy  setting  up  blankets  on  die 
street  at  9:30  in  the  morning  for  a  1:00  pm  parade.  An  estimated  1.1  million  people  lined 
the  streets  for  the  5.7  kilometer  long  parade  which  staried  at  Christie  and  Bloor.  Needless 
10  say.  this  was  not  the  best  day  for  frustrated  drivers  and  pedestrians  desperately  trying  to 
get  across  Bloor  St.  I  couldn't  even  open  our  front  door. 

True  to  the  times,  die  Parade  keeps  getting  bigger.  The  participants  keep  growing 
in  number.  Ihe  floats  become  more  and  more  extravagant,  and  die  costumes  continue  to 
challenge  one's  imagination.  Aldiough  a  number  of  the  floats  from  last  year  were  used 
again  (in  poor  taste  for  the  90th  anniversary),  the  show  brought  a  number  of  newcomers 
too.  One  special  group  that  I  know  wasn't  around  last  yea  was  the  six  or  seven  tinsel-less 
protesters  diat  slipped  into  die  parade  carrying  hand  made  cardboard  signs  skating  "Santa 
doesn't  visit  sidewalk  grates",  "Harris  would  make  Scrooge  blush"  and  "Harris  -  die  Grinch 
who  stole  Christmas".  Not  surprisingly,  the  majority  of  viewers  were  upset  over  diis  inter- 
ruption, booing  and  heckling  the  protesters  for  ruining  a  children's  event.  Now  that's  a 
sign  of  die  times! 

After  the  two  hour  magical  procession  of  20  floats  featuring  nursery  rhymes  and 
children's  fantasies,  marching  bands  and  grown  men  in  animal  costumes,  the  Santa  Claus 
Parade  came  to  and  end.  Santa's  float,  always  the  most  popular,  which  was  introduced  in 
1953.  is  the  only  original  float  left  of  the  historic  parade.  Once  again,  the  day  was  a 
definite  success  for  young  and  old  alike  and  a  tradition  I'm  sure  will  condnue  to  grow. 

One  last  social  commentary  from  an  environmental  studies  major  ...  the  littler  lefi 
on  the  street  once  everydiing  was  said  and  done  was  really  quite  disappointing.  With  the 
broad  generation  of  knowledge  between  die  kindergarten  kids  and  their  'older  and  wiser' 
parents,  I  expected  a  little  better. 


Good  Places  for  Toke  a  Bonging 

(Sorry,  that's  tobogganing) 


V^nleHBBooff  Winter 

by  Damian  TarnopoLsky 


Grrr.  My  son,  that  was  my  teeth  craokuig.  Son,  show 
me  a  person  who  likes  winter  and  I  will  show  you  .-m  invalid 
with  smelly  gums.  1  will.  I  know  one.  Remember  what  hap- 
pened to  Uncle  Fred  at  the  cirdis?  Well,  listen.  It  is  time  for 
you  to  become  a  man,  to  leave  your  childish  friends  with 
flieir  foolish  leopard-skin  undines,  and  face  tiie  seasons.  On 
behalf,  then,  of  a  united  minging  of  hedonists,  fruit-baiters 
(aid  devotees  of  Osiris,  I  will  tell  yon.  my  boy,  from  on  high 
wiiv  winter  is  so  bloody  awfuj. 

SAD, .This  is  a  diseaj;e,  and  acronyqis,  as  you'd  know 
It  you  Icimit  anything  except  for  pinko  le%  egalitarianism  at 
that  universttv  of  yours,  are  bloody  scaJfy  The  acronym  SAD 
IS  scan-  enough  itself,  what  with  all  the'connotations  of  just 
pot  bemghappy.  You  wanllofehappy,  don't  you  son?  Then 
^top  scratching  yourself  and  listen.  Good.  And  no  one  gets 
SAD  In  the  summer,  except  for  mad  people. 
■  Spam.  This  is  not  a  disease,  but  it  is  salutary  news  that 
while  Spain  suffered  forty  years  of  Francist  dictatorsliip.  it 
didn  t  snow  once.  At  least  not  in  the  hot  bits.  Whicli  all  goes 
to  show,  (hat  even  while  you  can  stomp  on  individual  Uberty, 
stop  people  kissing  in  tlie  streets  and  till  them  that  they  love 
you,  bloody  winter  is  so  superciliously  derisive  ol  all  we  hold 
dear  boy  that  it  will  deign  to  sanctit^' nasty  acts  with  its 
jawful  absence,  as  if  to  say  "I  m  winter,  andl  m  not  here,  just 
to  support  this  fucker's  pretence  that  it  s  ok  to  hurt  young 
iyarm  weather  friends".  Bastards.  Anywav. 

If  on  a  winter's  night  a  traveller  came  to  the  door,  well, 
fof  course  they  wouldn't  let  him  m.  fliev  d  be  wrapped  up  in 
itlie  hearth,  roasting  each  other  s  cliesinuts  and  scythes,  gen- 
erally trying  to  keep  the  icicles  from  nipping  at  llieii' nipples, 
us  icicles  are  so  bloody  wont  to  do,  Nu,  btn;  there  are  no 
Hcicles  in  sutrihTien  Winter,  discontented  bUxx^v  wmter,  wiU 
Iger  you  every  bloody  time  And  as  you  can  see,  our  poor 
r traveller  is  shaking  his  feet  just  to  keep  them  trcMU  seizing  up 
(,ir  turning  green,  and  no  one's  coining  to  the  door,  'Tell  them 
I  kept  my  word"  he  says.  "Tell  tliem  I  canw  .  Listen  matey, 
; no  one  cares,  it's  bloody  snowing.  No  one  s  listening  in  wm- 
■  ter.  Winter  is  awful,  then,  because  it  wants  to  kill  poetry.  Bring 
sme  the  sea,  my  love;  in  vvinter  I'n  not  here  to  receive  it.  So 
winter  wants  to  kill  romance  too. 

In  the  bleak  midwmter,  all  becatisc  of  pcimcgranaie  seeds 
;  (what's  that  all  about?  Pomegranate  seeds?  It's  cold,.,),  six 
months  of  possible  warm  spry  lingering  in  loose  clothes  is 
:  Wasted.  All  because  of  bloody  Pluto.  Notlung  bloody  grows 
in  winter,  so  winter  is  nasty  to  f;umcrs  too.  Yes.  farmers,  and 
you  want  to  be  a  farmer,  don't  you?  Yes.  you  do  "I'ou  Jo,  So 
hate  bloody  winter  If  you  wake  inc,  make  it  ^  u 


Let's  face  it,  winter  is  cold  and  long.  So,  I  like  to  make  the  best  of  certain  aspects  of  the  long,  cold  wintry  days  where  I  just  get  too  stoned  to  do  my  homework.  Sometimes  winter 
gets  to  the  best  of  us;  even  L  who  can  stare  at  a  crack  on  the  ceiling  with  more  interst  then  I  give  my  Shakespeare  prof,  go  stir-crazy  after  a  week  inside.  One  of  the  absolutely  best 
way  to  rid  yourself  of  the  Stuck-at-home-withtoo-much-snow-on-the-ground-lo-play-ultimate-frisbee  Blues  is  to  smoke  a  really  big  joint  and  go  play  in  ihatcold  white  stuff 
(snow,  I  mean.  "Yeaii.) 

One  really  fun  winter  sport  is  toboganning.  You  can 'f^t  cheap  toboggans  at  Honest  Eds;  and  another  safe  bet  for  a  range  of  quality  and  price  is  C;iii,Kli;in  Tire.  The  long 
kind  with  the  curved  front  end  is  good  for  lots  of  people  and  lasting  dependability,  but  I  gotta  say...  tliose  concave  plastic  discs  made  by  just  about  any  clicesy  expi  trier  of  such 
gizmos  are  the  most  fun  for  lone  runs  down  bumpy  hills  tyou  can  really  catch  some  air).  And  if  you're  rtally  cheap,  garbage  can  lids  are  acceptable,  too. 

Within  a  sensible  range  of  U.  ot  T.  are  a  variety  of  good  (well,  fair)  hills  for  those  braving  the  chill.    Christie  Pits,  at  Bloor  and  Christie,  is  a  mau-inadc  reservoir  that  now 
stands  empty.  The  slopes  are  best  around  the  north  east  comer,  watch  oUt  for  the  outfield  posts  around  the  baseball  diamond  (my  cousin  once  concussed  himself  by  wrapping 
himself  around  one  of  Uiem  backwards)  and  if  you  find  yourself  meandering  southwards  Uien  watch  out  for  the  posts  of  the  soccer  nets.  (Stoner  tip:  lots  of  pigs,  steer  clear  of 
conspicuous  assholes  when  participating  in  semi-spontaneous  combustion).  Anolliergood  tiling  lo  remember  is  that  Bickford  tthe  adult's  high  school)  directly  facing  the  pits  on 
Bloor  St.  has  its  own  park  behind  it  lo  the  south  with  passable  shortish  (therefore- short  to  climb  up  again)  straight  steep  hills.  These  are  the  inclines  you  see  if  you  ore  approaching 
on  Harbord,  > 

Surrounding  Spadina  at  St.  Clair  are  the  beginnings  of  a  few  ravines  that 'all  havgjgood  places  to  slide  on  your  sled.  Personally,  I  prefer  tire  park  just  south  east  of  the 
intersection,  but  there  are  lots  of  little  kids  and  their  families  at  peak  toboggan  times,  so  you  can't  hotbos  die  hill  during  the  day  on  weekends.  The  other  tiling  you  have  to  remem- 
ber is  that  there  ai-c  actually  cleared  trails  luound  these  ravines,  soypu,canJtslide  loo  blindly.  Sbll,  I  give  you  ten  points  for  hitting  snooty  old  women  with  their  poodles.  It  is 
pretty  close  lo  Forest  Hill,  after  all.  There  are  two  places  I'd  like  tb'SUg'ges'I  if  you've  got  a  car.  (.And  if  you're  intending  on  altering  your  state  of  consciousness,  do  it  in  thecal... 
preferably  at  a  standsuU;  ft  is  safer,  easier  because  you  can  take  your  gloves  oft',  and  much,  much,  much  warmer).  Anyway.  Leaside  High  School,  at  die  soutll  c:ust  comer  of 
Bayview  and  Eglinton  has  a  really  good  double  hill.  It's  also  too  scaiy  for  the  really  little  ones,  so  this  is  often  a  decent  place  for  larger  gaDierings  of  your  larger  toboganning 
friends.  There's  also  a  McDonalds  and  a  Beckers  right  there  for  when  you  get  ihc  munchies.  The  oUier  place  is  High  Parle  (need  1  say  more?).  This  park  is  brimming  with 
toboggan  potential  so  make  tliis  one  a  day.  nol  a  souple  of  hours.  Bring  a  ihernKis.'ftask  of  whatever  wanns  your  bones  the  best,  an  extra  couple  of  layers,  smoke  a  doobie  and 
enjoy  the  beauty  of  your  surroundings,  fEiisiiy  locau-d  un  tfie  Bk>or  subw:ty  line  and  loo  big  lo  be  crowded.  High  Park  rates  pretty  well  on  my  in-lisl. 

Just  remember,  sometimes  when  you're  playing  in  the  snow  you  can  gel  awful  cold  wiihout  realizing  it.  Keep  your  mitts  on.  Even  if  there's  no  Ulter  and  you  have  to  chuck 
a  good  size  roach  away. 
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Well,  winter  is  finally  upon  us.  Howcvlt.  niaiv,  'if 
Still  like  to  nde  our  bikes  and.  untortuneatelv.  uumv  ot 
Jvill  require,  atone  time  or  another,  parts  and  stnicc  for 
rsfaithful  2-wheeled  companions.  Here  is  mv  imprc^- 
liof  some  local  bike  shops: 

kirfeside  Bike  Repair  (412  Bloor  St.  W.)  92(1-49.^^ 
^^KBJde  provides  fairly  speedy  repairs.  Their  suft  ts  by 
Bid  large  fnendly  and  helpful,  especially  Dave,  The  owner 
15  a  cjieap  bastard  which  tends  to  mean  that  most  of  their 
parts  are  low-end  ajid  you  can  probably  find  bcitcr  dcjl.^ 
eiscv.hiire.  \om  arc  bcNi  of!  :j\  nidin2  dealing  with  hifn.  For 
the  student  iookin^  fur  .i  <-\\cnO  way  lo  iici  aruund,  C  urb-SKk 
bclK^tidii   s     ^  [xnsi        L  rtid  mid    ik  Is  1 


rial  l!x  chufi-'c:  ,S!3 

Cvde  Couner  Bike  i'arts  {Queen  iuid  Bi.  vcrSv! 
I  couldn  t  fmd  ihcm  m  the  albeii  "id  njidnc  b^i^k  1  m  n-- 
jnii.  Hieir  prices  someuhal  lov-,  bui  it.'I  lliat  in 
jTClalmn  to  their  qualily.  i\\  isctenulKah'-'  dcn)or:srj:ibir:  .is 
evervibine  ejse  m  this  ^rticie  is,  !  ni  ^tiiiii^v/hu!  unubjc  \o 
ticcuraieiy describe  thii .shop  Ihcvdon  •  nccc?;sariiv  ^ul:k, 
bui  thev  re  not  perfect.  i  ni.non-nlus.'^eiJ,  le-jib',  iiuuJie  bike 
k^nih  IS  1  nrl  L  b  nJl>iirk\L  \u  d  !i  m 
mv  brain. 

jphiv  fu.i:  1  Y\,  L'oin;:  lo  loot;  up  i.hcir  mimLuir  in  anoibcr 
jih<>no  booj;  to  iinc! 
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Duke's  (625  Queen  St.  \V.)  504-6138 

Gyrieraliv  hi^'h-end  stuff,  bul  iJiev  li3S'e  some  mid-r:in:^ 
and  second-hand  .■iitfff  tiX).  SomeLimcs  you  have  lo  wan  : 
die  sen/ice  counicr  for  a  lone  time,  mi  they  rc  preltv  ui?:ii 
Flaif"i\charge:  'Ul-i3 

^latjntaln  Equipment  Co-op  (35  i^ioui  i^'t,  K. 
Noi  a  bike  sbnp.  perse. 

.bership,..you-»iiliiavc  J8BBKPEnS^fe(U'£ii+  iiie:  pnc-cs. 
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have  been  going  up  the  last  k  v.  vuii  ;  .  oititS^yhaVRevery- 

'  where  else  loo  (damn  yuppies!))  bike  clothing,  outdoocge'ilg^ 
iind  cLotliinG.  an4  some  bike  parts  {tubes  and  tenders,  for 
mstnn^el,  Tlic  staff  are  almost  always  io  busv.  however. 
Pedlar  t;vck'S  1152  Avenue  Rd.)  96S.710I1 

J  i>c^e  'luvs  Jl'c  rcullv  Qxuen.'iivc,  !iowi".-cr.  ihcij  parts  are 
;^r)od  quahLv.  their  slait  hciptiil  lhiu  ir  vol)  d(.^  t^iiv  sooie- 
Ihm'-  from  tlieni  von  can  count  on  Iheui  ba.rkii 
sell.  1  haven  i  dcall  Willi  thcrn  iniich  because  I 
eraltv  too  nncv  but !  pre.^liilh.-  incs  c:in  aijpid 
mechanies, 
Flal  In  charee:  $  15 
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CINSSU  REPORT 

Y'  It's  a  Pr'chard  Reien  a'  Town  Hall 


We  live  in  a  political  world.  Bob  Dylan's  truth 
rings  stronger  today  than  ever  before.  The  globe  is 
spinning  through  the  most  unstable  air  since  the  dawn  of 
time.  We  all  can  sense  the  shaky,  unpredictable  vibe 
whirling  above  the  lithosphere.  Innis  College's  newspa- 
per is  under  stress  as  it  shifts  editors  and  loses  staff  The 
interest  on  our  debts  could  pay  for  four  years  of  tuition. 
Harris  is  cutting  education.  Quebec  is  falling  from  the 
country.  War  is  gaining  strength  in  the  East.  The  ozone 
is  burning  away...  [This  is  a  lot  like  a  movie.  Those 
CINSSU  people  are  great!  •  ed,] 

A  wise  man  once  told  me  that  "die  only  diing 
constant  in  life  is  change". 

Not  on  Friday  nights. 

If  you  are  one  of  the  6  billion  people  who  would 
like  to  experience  some  stability  in  life,  come  lo  Innis' 
Town  Hall  every  Friday  at  7:00pm.  We  have  to  break  for 
Christmas,  but  we  can  wait  until  January.  Call  me  if  you 
need  to  talk. 

Like  the  Earth.  CINSSU  is  starting  off  widi  a 
bang  in  die  New  Year,  screening  Naked  Lunch  on 
January  12di.  and  Dn  Sb-anpelove  on  January  IQth.  It's 
free  and  its  stable.  Bring  your  mom,  bring  a  date,  or  just 
come  alone  -  don't  diink  twice,  it's  alright  -  everybody 
must  be  by  themselves  somedmes.  The  answer,  my 
friend,  is  showing  at  the  Inn.  [We  take  no  credit  for 
that  joke  -  ed.] 
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New  Addiction  That's  Great  For  Students! 

Students,  especially  university  students,  ar  the  most  stressed  out  people  I've  met  in  my  almost  twenty  years  of  living.  Now  you 
may  of  heaid  this  claim  made  before  but,  I  truly  have  found  the  answer!!!  The  solution  is  5,000  years  old  and  involves  almost 
8,000  postures.  The  word  is  YOGA.  Yoga  comes  froom  the  Sanskirt  word  fore  yoke,  or  union.  Traditionally,  yoga  is  a  system  of 
philosophy  designed  lo  encouiage  a  union  between  the  body,  the  spirit,  and  the  universe.  So  what  does  this  have  lo  do  wiUi  stress 
and  students? 

Today  Yoga  is  used  in  fitness  clubs  and  commuinity  centres  and  is  hardly  ever  temied  'weird'  or  'new  age'  although  it  may 
have  been  about  ten  years  ago.  Physical  health  instructors,  even  some  doctors,  are  now  noticing  the  unavoidably  real  physical, 
mental,  and  emmotional  benefits  of  yoga. 

The  principles  of  (he  practice  are  simple;  body  awareness  and  alignment,  proper  breathing,  flexibility,  strength  and 
acheiving  a  connection  belween  mind  and  body.  These  are  the  things  that  we  as  students  don't  often  think  about  while  we  sit  in 
lecture  or  rush  to  the  next  class,  but  it's  amazing  what  a  little  focusing  can  do.  Yoga  trains  you  to  listen  to  your  body  -  it's  not  easy. 
Paying  atleniion  to  you  body's  needs  demands  that  you  sleep  when  you  are  tired,  eat  when  you  are  hungry,  and  relax  when  things 
gel  hectic.  But  you  and  I  both  know  that  when  we  have  4  essays  to  write  in  one  night  this  becomes  difficult.  This  is  where  yoga 
comes  in. 

Yoga  creates  connection  between  your  body  and  mind  that  is  so  powerful  it  can  not  be  ignored.  Working  ourselves  to  the 
point  where  we  pass  out  from  exhaustion  is  not  healthy.  But  now  I  don't  do  it  anymore.  Listening  to  your  body  means  loving 
yourself  and  loving  yourself  means  feeding  your  physical  emotional  and  mental  needs.  Yoga  teaches  you  to  pay  attention  to  those 
needs.  My  grades  have  improved,  my  understanding  has  improved,  and  my  overall  outlook  on  life  and  school  has  improved.  I  can 
laugh  again!  (Even  when  I  realize  the  Newspaper  deadline  is  in  two  hours)  You  still  don't  beleive  me?  Well,  when  my  roommate 
began,  she  could  barely  reach  her  knees,  now  she  can  reach  the  floor.  Her  bicepts  are  huge  and  her  stomach  is  flat —  who  said  a 
little  stretching  is  not  a  work  out?  But  it  doesn't  slop  diere.  Yoga  helps  circulation  and  breathing  (yes.  even  I.  a  smoker,  can  now 
hold  my  breath  without  a  problem!)  In  the  words  of  my  teacher  Helen  Goldstein,  "Doing  yoga  is  like  taking  a  hose  and  flushing 
out  your  body,  pumping  blood  into  an  area  that  may  have  been  congested  or  blocked."  And  if  all  this  isn't  enough  to  convince 
you  that  yoga  is  worth  the  lime,  just  look  at  the  society  around  you. 

Helen  started  The  Yoga  Studio,  conveniently  located  across  from  the  medical  arts  building,  about  six  months  ago  and  its 
aheady  off  to  a  great  start.  There  isn't  just  a  yoga  boom,  there  is  an  explosion  she  calls  it  "die  workout  of  the  nineties".  What 
more  could  people  want  but  something  thai  relieves  stress,  relaxes  the  body,  and  tones  muscles  all  at  the  same  time.  Yoga  isn't  just 
about  granola,  its  the  perfect  way  to  change  your  life.  Most  of  the  people  who  come  for  classes  are  the  'walking  wounded' , 
people  who  need  to  relax  in  a  profound  way,  and  who  could  need  thai  more  than  university  students,  especially  Innis  ones?  The 
increasing  popularity  mirrors  an  important  change  in  the  way  people  live.  People  are  becoming  more  conceamed  with  their 
mental  and  physical  health. 

But  here's  die  thing:  we're  young  and  we  should  be  using  this  time  to  start  improving  our  way  of  life  now.  We  are  entering  a 
new  millenneum — that's  the  most  stressful  part  of  this  situation,  lets  be  prepared.  Our  degrees  will  mean  nothing  if  we  aren't 
mentally,  physically,  and  spiritually  healthy. 

I've  been  taking  classes  for  only  three  months,  but  I  am  addicted  for  life. 

l^pes  of  Yoga 

KRIPALU:Combines  physical  acdvily  with  mental  rest.  Involves  meditation  and  motion.  Aim  is  lo  integrate  ihc  body,  the  mind 
and  the  spirit..  Ideal  for  all  ages  and  physical  conditions. 

RAJA:  Emphasizes  mental  calmness,  balance  and  equilibrium.  Calms  the  mind  through  internal  awareness  and  medilalion. 
ASHTANGA:  Often  called  'power  yoga'.  Postures  are  taught  as  part  of  a  series  which  gets  the  heart  rate  up.  Synchronizes 
breathing  and  movement. 

SPIRITED  WORKOUT:  Aerobic  yoga.  Combines  traditional  yoga  postures,  aerobic  exercises,  muscle  toning  and  dance.  Works 
muscles  while  they  are  being  lengthened  and  stretched.  A  challenge  to  all  athletes! 

VANDA  SCARAVELLI:  An  approach  to  yoga  that  works  wilh  gravity  by  first  creating  a  stable  base  from  which  the  spine  can 
lengthen,  moving  wilii  the  wave-like  action  of  ihe  breath. 

FLOW  YOGA:  is  the  art  of  ecstasy.  Based  on  the  Tantric  principle  of  following  Ihe  body's  fiow  of  energy  to  unlock  and  release 
deep  rooted  stress,  it  uses  yoga  postures,  breath,  awareness,  and  centering  to  achieve  a  stale  of  health. 

MEDITATION  IN  MOTION:  uses  sound,  movement,  breath,  stillness,  and  awareness  of  energy  to  arrive  at  a  meditative  stale. 


o 


.nnis.  .  ' 


Sing  Along  with  Dave  Lazar's  "A  Separatist  Christmas" 


Oh  Come  All  Ye  Faithful 

Oh  come  all  ye,  faithful 
Sovereign  Quebecers 
Oh  come  ye.  Oh  come  ye 
to  Gatineau. 

Some  bad  Harley's  angel 
Want  to  hurt  old  Lucien 
Oh  come  let  us  protect  him! 
Oh  come  let  us  protect  him 
Come  let  us  protect  him 
in  Gatineau. 

Bring  bikes  and  big  guns 
They  really  want  to  hurt  him 
A  ruined  face  and  hair  do 
in  Gatineau 

Please  bring  your  mother, 
your  sister  and  your  brother 
And  bring  a  little  whisky, 
Oh,  bring  a  little  whisky 
Please  bring  a  little  whisky 
to  Gatineau. 


Lucien  Bouchard's 
'Away  in  a  Manger 

I  want  my  own  own  country 

to  lay  my  lost  limb 

Where  good  French  will  prosper 

and  English  is  sin. 

For  tourtiere  and  pea  soup 

all  laden  with  ham 

Is  better  than  rye  bread 

with  butter  and  spam 

Winter  Wonderland 

Poll  bells  ring,  are  you  listening? 
Half  the  province  is  glistening. 
Democracy  bites,  we're  sovereign 
tonight, 

Stick  your  referendum  in  the  sand. 


Frosty  the  Snow  Man 

Bouchard  the  front  man 
for  the  separatist  soul 
With  a  big  blue  stripe 
and  a  power  pose 
and  two  eyes  as  black  as  coal. 

Down  the  St.  Lawrence, 
on  banks  of  gravel  sand 
He  ran  for  life 
and  hberty 

from  a  vastly  Anglo  land. 

Then  one  foggy  polling  day 
Chretien  came  to  say, 
Bouchard,  with  your  losing  fight 
You  cannot  take  Quebec  tonight. 


This  is  not  Dave  Lazar,  it  is  J.  Browne,  principal 


In  the  Gaspe  we  can  build  a  treehouse. 
And  make  believe  that  we  can  run  the  town, 
You'll  say,  "Mr.  Speaker  can  you  hear  us?" 
And  I'll  slip  on  that  silly  little  gown. 
Later  on  we'll  conspire, 
With  our  treehouse  on  fire. 
We  don't  really  care  there's  no  majority 
there. 

You  can  stick  your  referendum  in  the  sand. 


Oh  how  the  PM  snubbed  him, 
and  chuckled  at  his  growing  fame, 
Bouchard  the  separatist  front  man. 
One  leg  or  two  -  he's  lame. 


Chestnuts 

Anglos  roasting  on  an  open  fire, 
Chretien's  nipping  at  my  nose 
You'll  be  fine  if  you've  got  a  French  sign, 
and  a  stylish  edge  to  your  clothes. 


White  Christmas 

I'm  dreaming  of  a  lite  Christmas 
Skinless  turkeys  are  a  go. 
The  menu's  leaner  than  a  tofu  weiner 
And  we  can  all  be  fat-free  in  the  snow 
Yes  I'm  dreaming  of  lite  Christmas 
Santa's  dropped  a  couple  pounds 
May  your  days  be  low-cal  deUght 
And  may  all  your  Christmas'  be  lite. 

The  Little  Drummer  Boy 


Here  me  clearly  Pa  rum  pum  pum  pum 
Ethnic  minority  Pa  rum  pum  pum  pum 
My  name  is  Parizeau 
Pa  rum  pum  pum  pum 
rum  pum  pum  pum  rum  pum  pum  pum 
You  say  I'm  crazy  Pa  rum  pum  pum 
pum 

You  vote  against  me  Pa  rum  pum  pum 
pum 

You  keep  Quebec  from  me  Pa  rum  pum 
pum  pum 

rum  pum  pum  pumrum  pum  pum  pum 

It  makes  me  ornery  Pa  rum  pum  pum 
pum 

Bring  me  my  Zig  Zags  Pa  rum  pum 
pum  pum 

So  I  can  roll  my  drum 


Here  Comes  Santa  Clause 

Here  comes  Parizeau, 
Here  comes  Parizeau, 
Right  down  Parizeau  lane. 

Don't  believe  him 

He's  not  Santa 

They  never  were  the  same 

The  beard  is  fake 

The  smile  is  worn 

There  aren't  any  gifts  in  that  sack. 


I've  seen  him  make 
A  country  torn 

And  I'm  not  sure  he  can  come  back. 
REPEAT  CHORUS 


Look  for  these  other  separatist  hits:  Jingle 
Bell  Bloc,  Parizeau  is  dreaming  of  a  white 
(Franco)  Christmas,  Vote  'oui'  ye  Merry 
Gentlemen 


nni  s.  . 1 


lus  1  c.  .  . 


sex  Pistols  sign 


to  Epitaph 


Ignite  With  Glitter 
and  Swank 

By  Noami  Freeman 

The  Conscience  Pilate 
"Never  For  You"  12"  single 
(Fading  Ways  Music) 

This  is  by  far  the  best  12"  single 
that  the  Herald  has  received  for  review 
in  the  last  two  years.  This  is  '80s  new- 
wave  glam-popatifsfinest;  the  sound 
is  akin  to  the  first  couple  of  Platimum 
Blonde  records  —  it's  clean  and  flaw- 
lessly-produced and  generates  the  en- 
ergy of  a  first  boy-kiss.  Best  of  all,  if  s  a 
Canadian  pop  12"  single  with  three  dif- 
ferent songs  on  it  —  no  dub,  pub  or 
dance  remixes  necessary  'cause  the 
songs  are  all  perfect! 

Formed  in  April  of  this  year.  The 
Conscience  Pilate  played  their  first 
show  at  the 
Gasworks  and 
will  be  play- 


they  are  signed  to  ultra-hip  SubPop 
they  have  remained  true  to  their  fans 


Natalie  Merchant's  new  stuff  but  way 
less  interesting.  One  thing  that  kind  of 


The  main  act  OLPeace  is  a  popu- 
lar new  Canadian  band  out  of  the  To- 
ronto area.  OLP  have  gained  a  great 
deal  of  popularity  with  their  debut  CD 
Naveed.  The  CD  includes  about  six  big 
hits  which  have  taken  OLP  to  extrava- 
gant heights  in  only  a  short  time.  Ex- 
pectation might  have  been  high,  buy 
rightly  should  be  as  OLP  shelled  out  a 
lackluster  performance.  A  lack  of  to- 
getherness and  energy  were  the  faults 
in  their  fast  songs  like  "The  Birdman" 
and  "Supersatellite",  but  their  slow 
songs  were  not  too  bad.  They  played  a 
few  new  and  upcoming  tracks,  but 
none  of  them  really  got  my  juices  flow- 
ing. All  in  all  though,  it  was  a  decent 
performance. 

Tripping  Daisy,  a  new  American 
band  tha  t  has  just  popped  up  i  n  the  mu- 
sic scene  tripped  and  fell  flat  on  their 
faces.  From  their  current  album  TD 
played  the  two  big  hits  "I  Got  A  Girl" 
and  "Piranha",  and  these  with  a 
number  of  their  other  songs  totalled  to 
a  big. 


CHRISTMAS  SUCKS!  (WHEWOU'RE  BROKE) 

On  Saturday  December  9,  Project  9  and  Unikunstmusica  present  an  entire  day  of  fun  where  you  can  help  out  the  Redwood  Woman's 
Shelter  all  at  once.  Yes,  that's  right,  you  can  celebrate  the  end  of  classes  by  attending  one  or  both  of  two  wicked  shows  while  showing  your 
Christmas  support  for  a  good  cause.  On  Saturday  afternoon  (door  2:30  p.m.),  an  all-ages  show  is  scheduled  for  Lee's  Palace  featuring 
Grasshopper,  (introducing)  Los  Cholos,  Radioblaster,  Catch  Veronica,  Hockey  Teeth,  Spooky  Ruben.  Project  9,  and  Noah  from  hHead  for 
only  S3  -  Cheap!!!  The  evening  (door  8:30)  licensed  show  features  Bass  is  Base,  Y.A.P.,  Plains  ot  Fascination,  Lovebomber,  Malhavoc, 
Stumpy  Godhead,  Project  9,  and  the  Pariahs  and  is  once  again  only  three  bucks!  What  a  steal! 

So  go  out  and  support  the  Redwood  Women's  Shelter  by  seeing  one  or  both  of  the  shows  and  enjoy  the  diverse  musical  selection, 
it  will  be  good  fun  for  all. 


(check  'em 
out,  GTC). 

Give  all 
your  '80s-pop 
and  glam- 
goth  friends 
this  black- 
covered, 
black-vinyled,  black-hearted  Toronto 
rarity  for  Chrialmas  their  non-denomi- 
national holiday  blues.  Or  just  give  'em 
coal.  Coming  soon:  the  Conscience 
Pilate  ACRYLIC  FLAG. ..seriously! 
Viva  la  vinyl! 

Eric's  Trip 
Lee's  Palace 
November  28th,  1995 

The  week  of  Nov.  18  Eric's  Trip 
rolled  into  Toronto  for  two  shows;  one 
at  the  Horseshoe  Tavern  on  the  16th  and 
an  all-ages  matinee  show  at  Lee's  Pal- 
ace on  the  28th.  The  foursome  brought 
along  Orange  Glass  as  the  opening  act. 
The  Lee's  show  started  around  two  in 
the  afternoon  with  Oran 

This  could  be  due  partly  to  the  fact 
that  they  had  played  really  late  in 
Kitchener  the  night  before.  Sloppiness 
aside,  they  still  were  not  a  very  origi- 
nal band:  they  had  the  typical  Hali- 
fax sound,  kind  of  a  mix  between  Eric's 
Trip  and  Sloan,  except  simpler.  The 
three-piece  could  not  seem  to  hold  the 
crowd's  attention  at  all.  For  a  matinee 
show  I  was  surprised  at  the  amount  of 
people  that  turned  out,  however  the 
fact  that  it  was  all-ages  probably  ex- 
plains it.  Eric's  Trip  tut  the  stage  after 
Orange  Glass'  45-minute  set.  The 
crowd  immediately  got  excited  as  they 
started  into  "New  Love".  They  played 
almost  every  song  off  their  first  CD  re- 
lease Forever  Again.  Surprisingly  the 
crowd  was  into  the  music  and  not  just 


and  their  music  by  releasing  seven 
inches  almost  every  other  month  and 
by  keeping  their  sound  lo-fi.  Eric's  Trip 
was  amazingly  tight  and  rolled  through 
all  their  hits  from  Love  Tara  as  well  as 
Forever  Again.  Even  when  guitarists 
Chris  and  Mark  both  broke  strings 
they  kept  on  going.  The  energy  that 
they  exude  keeps  the  crowd  hyped  up. 
Eric's  Trip  are  not  only  wicked  musi- 
cians who  come  up  with  new  and  in- 
novative material  they  are  entertainers 
that  keep  the  crowd  into  the  show  for 
then  entire  time  they  are  on  stage.  As 
the  show  came  to  a  conclusion,  ET  tore 
through  two  songs  that  were  awesome. 
I  have  come  to  the  conclusion  that  they 
are  one  of  the  best  bands  in  Canada  — 
the  only  sad  thing  is  that  they  are  hardly 
known.  This  was  or\ly  the  second  time 
I've  seen  Eric's  Trip  and  they  did  not 
disappoint  me —  it  was  an  amazing 
show  that  should  not  have  been  missed. 

Christopher  Lam 

Rare  Indeed  CD 
(Independent) 

Rare  Indeed  is  a  sbt-member  To- 
ronto-based band  who  describe  them- 
selves as  "uplifting  acoustic  rock". 
They  recently  released  their  first  full- 
length  self-titled  CD,  a  mix  of  acoustic 
and  soft  rock.  The  ten  songs  that  they 
included  are  okay  songs;  however,  I 
found  it  very  hard  to  listen  to  the  entire 
album  in  one  go.  I  think  their  style  of 
music  would  be  great  background  mu- 


armoyed  me  was  a  lack  of  dynamics  — 
all  their  songs  sounded  similar  —  bor- 
ing —  and  they  have  pretty  much  the 
same  tempo  and  timing,  and  the  last 
third  of  the  CD  was  like  listening  to  the 
first  two. 

I  have  to  admit,  though,  that  these 
guys  have  amazing  voices  but  their 
harmonies  are  overdone.  Three  of  the 
band  members  are  listed  as  lead  vocal- 
ists, I  think  this  is  why  there  are  sooooo 
many  harmonies.  The  production  on 
the  CD  was  great;  too  bad  the  music 
wasn't.  I  think  there  certainly  is  a  mar- 
ket out  there  for  Rare  Indeed,  their 
music  appeals  to  middle-aged  people 
like  Brad's  mom  and  people  who  listen 
to  CHFI  98.1.  In  a  way,  I  commend  Rare 
Indeed  on  their  commitment  and  dedi- 
cation, as  it  very  difficult  to  release  an 
independent  CD,  but  otherwise  I  think 
if  they  were  really  that  good  they  would 
have  been  signed  by  someone  by  now. 

Cfiristopher  Lam 

Our  Lady  Offers  Me- 
diocre Peace 

Glueleg  Trips  Up  the  Daisy 

Three  band  s  set  the  stage  on  Fri- 
day, November  24  at  the  RPM  Ware- 
house. An  all-ages  show  including 
Glueleg,  Tripping  Daisy  and  headlin- 
ers  Our  Lady  Peace,  it  was  mediocre 
at  best,  but  three  very  different  per- 
formances were  given. 


lumpy 
piece 
o  f 
shitlW 
N  o  t 
only 
was 
t  h  e 
music 
bad, 
b  u  t 

the  light  show  to  go  along  with  it  fuck- 
ingsucked.  It  seemed  like  they  thought 
they  were  playing  in  a  big  stadium  by 
flashing  out  shitty,  blinding  lights, 
when  in  reality,  they  were  only  in  the 
sweaty,  jockish,  testosterone- filled  ogre 
realms  of  the  RPM  Warehouse.  TD  tried 
to  satisfy  the  crowd  by  altering  the  lyr- 
ics to  "Piranha"  —  instead  of  saying 
"look  out  for  piranha",  they  said  "look 
out  for  Toronto".  This  gay  alteration, 
although,  was  good  self-advice  because 
next  time  they  come,  they  better  watch 
out  because  we're  gonna  kick  their  ass! 
Tripping  Daisy  sucks  shit!!! 

The  openers  seemed  to  steal  the 
show  all  the  way  Glueleg  is  another 
band  that  has  just  jumped  on  the  ever- 
growing list  of  young  Canadian  inde- 
pendent artists.  GL's  music,  however, 
is  truly  differentiated  from  anyone  else 
as  they  combine  hard,  aggressive  gui- 
tars with  jazzy  saxophone  horns.  This 
interesting  concept  went  well  with  the 
crowd  as  GL  rocked!  They  played  a 
tight,  loud  show  —  keep  a  lookout  for 
these  guys  in  the  future. 

Vinay  Bhalla 


Single,  well-agetJ,  jazx-singing  feline 
princess  seeks  home.  Her  owner  has  moved 
house  and  the  new  neighbours  only  listen 
to  Kenny  G.  If  your  (juarlct  Ls  f'euling  lonely 
and  needs  an  e\tra  member  (making  it  a 
quintet),  this  wonderderful  pussy  is  up  for 
grabs.  I  only  wish  I  could  keep  her.  If  you 
are  able  to  give  her  at  least  a  tidier  room 
than  mine,  and  lots  of  love.  Please  leave  a 
message  at  599-21 32 


ni 


Innis  wins  Division  II  Rugby  Final 


Pisser 

by  Jing-Ling  Kao 


After 
finishing  the 
regular  sea- 
son with  a  4- 
2  record, 
good  for  first 
place  overall, 
the  Innis 
Rugby  team 
look  to  the 
field  on  Sat- 
urday No- 
vember 18 
against  St. 
Mike's. 

The 
first  half  of 
the  game  was 
almost  com- 
pletely domi- 
nated by 

Innis.  Innis  completely  shut  down  any  attempts  by  St.  Mike's  to  move  the  ball.  Kurt  Magney  and 
Richard  Bobbis  unloaded  punishing  hits  on  SMC  backs.  Despite  this  complete  domination  of  play 
Innis  was  only  able  to  score  one  try  in  the  first  half  Melting  snow  and  a  light  rain  meant  both  a 
slippery  ball  and  treacherous  field  conditions. 

At  half  time  Innis  lead  5-0.  Despite  having  the  lead,  Innis  seemed  a  little  disappointed  not  to 
be  up  by  more.  Aaron  Magney  tried  to  pump  up  the  team  by  making  one  of  his  legendary  pep  talks. 
Like  most  of  Aaron's  pep  talks  it  didn't  seem  to  work  very  well. 

Innis  came  up  a  little  bit  flat  in  the  second  half  St.  Mike's  adjusted  their  game  at  half  time, 
realizing  that  they  would  not  be  able  to  run  the  ball  on  the  bigger,  stronger  and  faster  Innis  team. 
They  adopted  a  strategy  of  kick  and  chase  the  ball.  Fortunately,  the  Innis  fullback  Derek  Stephens 
responded  well  and  was  usually  able  to  fend  off  two  or  three  oncoming  SMC  players.  With  about 
ten  minutes  gone  in  the  second  half  St.  Mike's  scored  to  tie  the  game  and  then  missed  the  kick. 

Almost  immediately  Innis  came  back  and  began  to  move  the  ball  up  the  field.  Andy  "I  saw 
the  light  of  day"  Ling  broke  three  tackles  before  he  was  brought  down  near  the  SMC  twenty  two 
yard  line.  Andy's  run  pumped  the  rest  of  the  team  up  and  Innis  began  to  once  again  take  control  of 
the  game. 

On  a  Herculean  effort  by  Kurt  Magney  with  about  8  minutes  to  go  Innis  regained  the  lead 
for  good.  Kurt  burned  around  the  comer  and  headed  towards  the  goal  line.  Just  as  it  appeared  as 
though  Kurt  was  going  to  be  tackled  by  two  SMC  players.  Kurt  collided  with  a  teammate.  As  a 
result  of  the  collision  Kurt  was  able  to  break  the  tackle  and  go  in  for  the  try.  Innis  went  on  to  defeat 
SMC  by  a  final  score  of  10-5  to  become  1995  Division  II  Rugby  champions. 

To  show  just  how  much  of  an  accomplishment  this  championship  was:  this  was  the  first 
Intramural  championship  for  Innis  in  at  least  4  years;  Innis  has  not  had  a  rugby  team  since  1 99 1  and 
more  than  half  the  team  had  never  played  rugby  before.  With  95%  of  the  team  returning  next  year 
the  future  of  rugby  at  Innis  looks  pretty  bright. 

Innis  Rugby:  The  Mulock  Cup 


This  slacker  atlititude  is  really  starting  to  fucking  piss  me  off.  Take 
it  as  personal  pride,  school  spirit,  whatever  old  fashioned  label  that  seems 
to  fit,  but  when  I  am  the  only  person  on  a  learn  who  shows  up  for  a  game 
it's  prelty  damn  humiliating!  I  am  taking  the  effort,  perhaps  needlessly 
(like  everything  else  I  do)  lo  express  myself  in  writing.  I  figure  its  a  lot 
safer  for  myself  and  the  people  around  me  if  I  chose  not  lo  act  on  my  fir^t 
instinct  to  throw  my  shoes  at  every  moving  target.  Instead,  I  sit  myself 
down  in  from  of  a  really  nice  and  expensive  computer.  I  was  tempted  last 
week  lo  write  something  after  another  defaulted  game  for  which  only  me 
and  one  other  person  showed  up.  But  I  procrastinated,  for  one  hour  actu- 
ally, at  which  point  the  angst  had  worn  off. 

I  realize  that  these  intramural  games  are  always  scheduled  for  a 
really  shitty  time  slot  (oh,  I  forgot,  these  arc  women's  intermurals  weire 
talking  about)  and  everyone  has  a  lol  of  school  work  lo  do  on  a  Wednesday 
night.  But  one  hour  of  semi-exertion  (ie.  exercise)  is  not  going  to  hurt 
anyone.  This  same  one  hour,  as  I  have  already  mentioned  is  what  I  can  find 
myself  wasting  before  !  decide  whether  or  not  lo  do  any  work. 

As  this  hour  passes  on  I  am  feeling  somewhat  calmer  and  so  I'll 
appeal  to  you  with  some  of  this  innate  female  logic  of  mine.  Imagine 
yourself  as  a  bright-eyed  and  bushy-tailed  (so  to  speak)  frosh,  full  of  verve 
and  hope.  You  love  playing  spons  and  signed  your  name  up  on  all  those 
yellow  intermural  sheets  (found  in  Innis  college,  on  the  bulletin  board  be- 
side the  pit)  the  first  day  they  were  put  up.  Wow.  you  think,  look  at  all 
these  cool  sports  I  can  play  while  I  make  friends,  have  fun  and  exccrcise! 
Ok.  I'm  exageraling.  I'm  really  not  that  bushy-tailed.  My  point  is.  that  I 
am  feeling  extremely  disillusioned. 

1  played  on  the  Varsily  Blues  women's  rugby  team  this  fall  and 
was  used  to  committing  over  ten  hours  to  getting  sweaty,  muddy  and  lircd. 
Attendence  at  games,  not  to  mention  practice  was  never  an  issue.  Albeit, 
this  women's  division  I  intramural  volleyball  team  which  no  longer exisis 
now  that  wc  have  defaulted  twice,  is  not  a  varsity  team.  We  didn't  even 
practice,  have  coaches  or  uniforms  like  some  of  the  other  keener  teams. 
The  only  effort  we  would  have  had  to  make  in  order  to  to  have  been  suc- 
cessful was  to  show  up  for  one  game  every  week.  Whether  we  won  any 
games  or  not  would  not  have  been  an  issue.  Our  very  first  volleyball  game 
was  fun,  even  though  it  was  already  posted  as  a  loss.  The  loss  was  due  to 
a  technicality  in  the  intramural  rules  involving  the  number  of  players.  Al- 
though we  had  six  people  on  the  coun.  one  was  a  room  male  recruited  by  a 
desperate  phone  call  home  at  (he  last  momenl  and  another  was  a  player 
borrowed  from  the  opposing  team.  The  other  team  kicked  our  collective 
aises  in  terms  of  points  but  I  think  wc  looked  like  we  were  having  a  hell  of 
a  lot  more  fun.  Now  if  we  had  continued  to  show  up  for  games  and  lost 
miserably  everytime.  I  would  not  be  writing  this  right  now. 

I  also  had  the  priviledge  to  play  with  the  Innis  men's  intramural 
rugby  team  a  couple  of  times  this  fall.  The  guys  had  an  extremely  success- 
ful season,  advancing  to  the  intermural  finals  lo  play  for  the  infamous 
Mulock  Cup.  They  didn't  seem  to  have  a  problem  with  altcndence  or 
enthusiasm.  In  fact,  there  were  people  who  would  have  loved  to  have 
played  for  the  team.  Now,  if  only  this  energy  could  be  harnessed.... 

In  my  state  of  disillusionment  I  realize  that  in  the  grand  scheme  of 
things,  it  doesn't  matter  that  I  looked  dumb  being  the  only  person  who 
showed  up.  Hm...  now  I  get  it.  1  shouldn't  have  to  care  whal  other  people 
think.  Hmm.  I  guess  in  thai  case  that  I  shouldn't  care  how  bright  eyed  and 
bushy  tailed  I  appear  and  continue  to  (perhaps)  needlessly  be  the  enthusi- 
astic frosh  (this  year,  anyways)  that  I  am. 

Ed.  Note:  If  Innis  had  more  enthusiasts  like  Jing,  frosh  or  alumni,  we 
wouldn't  have  lo  agree  with  her  and  prim  ihis  article.  Not  that  it's  a  bad 
article,  it's  great.  May  it  arouse  in  you  the  same  sense  of  shame  in  being 
slack  and  idle  as  it  did  me...  and  1  even  do  shit  around  this  college.  Not 
much,  but  enough  to  know  it's  good  to  give  good  ol  'Innis  something 
back.  Sorry,  end  of  sermon. 


The  Mulock  Cup,  besides  being  the  oldest  football  cup  in  the  country  is  the  award  given  to  the  winner  of  an  exhibition  game  played  between  the  winnere  of  Division  I  and  Division  IT  in  Intramural 
Rugby.  This  game  is  played  according  to  Division  I  fifteen  side  r^les,  as  opposed  to  division  II  twelve  aside  mles.  TTie  Division  II  team,  is  given  an  opponinity  to  draft  more  players  from  other  teams 
to  field  a  fifieen-a-side  squad. 

This  year,  due  to  the  astounding  success  of  Innis  rugby,  and  their  triumph  the  day  before  over  St.  Mike's  in  the  Division  11  championships,  ihey  faced  off  against  Scarborough  for  the  coveted  Cup. 
The  game  began  with  Innis  short  handed.  Three  of  llie  fifteen  Innis  players  had  gotten  stuck  in  the  Santa  Claus  parade. 

Scarborough  quickly  scortid  by  moving  the  ball  out  to  the  wing,  where  they  had  a  four  on  one  advantage.  After  Scarborough  made  the  convert  to  make  il  7-0.  the  missing  three  players  came  on 
to  the  field.  Innis  was  now  at  full  strenglh,  but  ther«  was  still  some  uncertainly  as  to  who  was  playing  where.  Scarborough  scored  another  tiy  making  it  14-0.  After  figuring  out  that  Jing  Ling  Kao  and 
Paul  Ruihor,  a  St.  Mike's  draftee  wer«  going  to  play  flanker,  Innis  began  to  play  like  they  had  all  season. 

The  Scarborough  team  then  began  lo  trash-talk  our  team,  and  were  warned  and  penalized  by  the  referee  for  doing  so.  The  Innis  nigby  team  has  throughout  the  season  tried,  and  succeeded,  to 
display  lact.  grace  and  sportsmanship  on  and  off  the  field.  This  display  of  poor  manners  was  upsetting  to  several  members  of  the  team  and  to  many  spectators  as  well.  Near  the  end  of  the  first  half  there 
were  a  few  tussles  and  minor  skirmishes.  Taking  advantage  of  these  penalties  Innis  began  to  move  the  ball  up  the  field.  Just  before  the  half  Innis  almost  scored  as  Andy  Ling  tried  to  run  through  three 
defenders.  The  half  ended  with  the  Scarborough  team  leading  19-0. 

In  the  second  half  the  unsportsmanlike  play  of  Scarborough  continued.  At  one  point  an  Innis  player.  Richard  Bobbis  was  punched  twice  in  the  head  by  a  Scarborough  player.  This  showed  poor 
judgment  because  Richard  could  have  easily  snapped  the  puncher  like  a  twig.  The  offending  player  was  ejected  from  play.  Shortly  after  this  incident  another  Scarborough  player  was  ejected  for  kicking 
a  dovrtied  Innis  player.  As  lime  wound  down  Innis  continued  to  play  hard,  and  their  persistence  and  effort  was  rewarded  with  a  try  in  the  dying  seconds  of  the  game  to  make  it  19-5. 

Scarborough  won  the  Mulock  Cup  but  Innis  displayed  great  heart  and  determination.  Scarborough  also  anhilialaied  most  of  their  opponents  in  Division  I  this  season,  so  the  score  was  something 
that  the  Innis  team  can  be  proud  of. 

Every  player  on  the  field  for  Innis  played  an  essential  role  in  every  game  this  season.  Congratulations  to  the  1995  Division  II  Champions::  Richard  Bobbis,  Brad  Chambers.  Sieve  Deveaux,  Eugcn 
Eamshaw-Whyle.  Ben  Greenhouse.  Brian  Kennedy.  Dave  Kim.  Andy  Ling.  Aaron  Magney,  Kurt  Magney.  Jean-Paul  Mannoreo,  Len  McKec.  William  O'Higgins  .  Derek  Stephens,  with  special  guest 
appearances  by:  Andrew  Houghton  Piers  Johnson.  Jing-Ling  Kao,  Mark  Schmidt,  Joel  Schuster  and  Peie  Smith. 


W.N.  O'Higgins 


.  En  t  e  r  t,  a  i  nment . 


Edited  by  Andy  Millar  and  the  Craigster 


To  Die  For 

starring  Nicole  Kidman, 
Matt  Diiion,  Beavis  and 
Butttieod,  and  Newman 

In  To  Die  For  Nicole  Kidman 
plays  the  role  of  an  unbelievably 
sliallow  weather  reporter,  ob- 
sessed with  making  it  to  the  big 
time.  Foras  she  says,  "You're  not 
anyone  in  America,  if  you're  not 
on  TV"  Her  character  is  so  shal- 
low, she  believes  that  Gorbachev 
would  still  be  in  power  if  he  had 
gotten  his  characteristic  birthmark 
removed.  Even  though  I  think 
Nicole's  character  was  a  bit  far 
fetched,  she  did  an  excellent  job 
of  portraying  her.  Okay,  enough 
said  about  Kidman;  let's  move  on 
to  the  actors  I  thought  stole  die 
show:  the  high  school  kids  who 
kill  Matt  Dillon's  character.  Oh 
yea.1,  our  weather  correspondent 
gets  her  husband  killed  when  he 
isn't  completely  behind  her  con- 
quest of  the  television  world. 
Back  to  the  kids.  These  guys  were 
the  real  life  incarnations  of  Beavis 
and  Butthead.  I  thought  they  were 
completely  hilarious.  I  will  illus- 
trate. The  two  white  trash  mur- 
derers are  being  interrogated  by 
the  police.  The  cops  say  to  one 
■  guy.  "Your  friend  told  us  every- 
thing... blah,  blah,  blah  ...he  said 
your  dick  was  bigger  than  your 
brain."  And  in  true  Buttheadian 
fashion  the  delinquent  excitedly 
responds,  "heh  heh.  uhhh.  did  he 
really  say  that!"  Another  actor 
cast  in  the  film  was  Seinfeld's 
Newman,  who  plays  the  station 
manager.  Excellent  choice,  he  fits 
the  role  well. 

Unfortunately,  the  film 
was  quite  dull.  1  felt  quite  de- 
ceived due  to  the  fact  that  the  pre- 
views made  To  Die  For  seem  like 
an  action  packed  thriller,  a  la  Ba- 
sic Insiincl  or  Fatal  Attraction.  It 
was  most  certainly  not  even  in  the 
same  league  as  these  films.  1  think 
ihey  spent  too  much  time  in  por- 
traying her  shallow  nature  in  nu- 
merous different  situations.  For 
me.  this  was  not  enough  to  keep 
me  interested.  I'm  sure  some  of 
you  will  like  this  film;  the  char- 
acters were  well  written.  It  just 
needed  something  else.  Don't  go 
see  it  expecting  a  thriller  as  I  did. 
You  won't  gel  it.  Overall,  I  give 
it  two  and  a  half  Exerts  (out  of 
five). 

Andy  Millar 


Beavis  &  Butthead 
Quote  of  the  Month 

"Rock  stars  arc  coot ...  they 
just  have  to  walk  up  to  chicks 
and  say  GIMME  SOME." 

Bc-avis.  1995 


copywrile  United  Artists 

Plirci  Bronan  is  die  Bmnst  tacanutloB  of  Jafflos  Bonfl 


GOLDENEYE 

starring  Pierce  Brosnan 

Goldeneye  is  the  latest  James 
Bond  movie  to  hit  the  big  screen. 
The  James  Bond  movies  of  late 
have  been  moving  away  from  the 
traditional  Bond  films  of  the  past 
by  containing  much  more  destruc- 
tion and  inhuman  stunts. 
Goldeneye  is  no  exception.  For 
some  reason,  this  Bond,  movie 
tries  lo  bring  back  the  cold  war 
between  Russia  and  the  United 
States.  Several  Russians  plan  to 
destroy  major  studies  around  the 
world  including  London.  The 
weapons  can  only  be  set  off  from 
space  by  a  key  called  the 
Goldeneye.  In  typical  fashion, 
agent  007  is  on  a  mission  lo  stop 
the  bad  guys  from  destroying  die 
world  and  making  sure  that  the 
weapons  are  not  launched.  How- 
ever, this  Bond  film  has  an  ele- 
ment unlike  any  other,  while  try- 
ing to  fend  off  the  enemies,  he 
meets  a  beautiful  woman  who  he 
has  an  affair  with.  Thai's  some- 
thing we  haven't  seen  before.  This 
Bond  film  is  by  far  the  most  un- 
believable. The  stunts  performed 
in  this  movie  were  ridiculous. 
However,  it  did  provide  for  an 
enormous  amount  of  action.  The 
most  amazing  and  death  defying 
action  in  die  whole  movie  took 
place  in  the  first  scene.  I  dior- 
oughly  enjoyed  this  movie,  even 
if  it  was  a  bit  on  the  unbelievable 
side.  It  was  full  of  non-stop  ac- 
tion from  start  to  finish.  If  you 
really  enjoy  seeing  things  get 
blown  up  then  you  will  love  diis 
movie.  Everything  that  Bond 
came  into  contact  with  eventually 
exploded.  In  order  for  a  genuine 
Bond  fan  to  really  enjoy  this 
movie,  you  have  to  put  aside  the 
fact  that  it  is  a  Bond  movie  and  sit 
back  and  enjoy  the  action. 

By  C. 


GYBEBSEX: 

UnRTHUJUffllNENeE  Ooimlir 


Most  people  have  heard  of  the  lemi 
Cybenex  before  but  unless  you  are  a 
computer  geek  with  no  life,  you  prob- 
ably don't  participated  in  it  too  often. 
As  Ihey  say.  there's  a  first  time  for 
everything.  You  are  probably  asking 
yourself,  what  the  hell  is  cybersex 
anyway?  Well,  cybersex  can  be  de- 
fined as  flining  in  a  very  blunt  sexual 
way  with  someone  who  you  have 
never  met  and  are  often  times  unaware 
of  their  gender.  That  can  t>e  the  scary 
part.  They  can  say  whatever  they  want 
about  themselves  as  can  you  because 
you  are  talking  under  an  assumed 
nickname  which  you  pick  for  your- 
self. This  can  lead  to  hours  of  fun  and 
pranks  that  you  can  play  on  your 
friends  but  1  will  talk  more  on  that 
later.  Your  next  question  is  probably, 
where  would  I  begin  to  partake  in  this 
perverted  act?  All  you  need  is  a  486 
or  higher  computer,  a  1 4,400  modem 
or  higher  (or  some  sort  of  network 
card),  a  connection  to  Netscape  and  a 
dirty  mind.  Once  on  the  "chat  server" 
you  have  a  number  of  options,  Each 
server  has  several  channels  which 
each  contain  people  talking  about  dif- 
ferent topics.  All  you  have  lo  do  is 
connect  to  the  channel  that  interests 
you  the  most  and  join  in  the  fun.  I 
must  warn  you  however  thai  the 
names  of  these  channels  are  not  for 
the  faint  of  heart.  They  can  be  pretty 
mde  at  limes.  On  the  other  hand,  this 
is  what  can  make  it  interesting.  There 
should  be  a  topic  for  everyone's  fet- 
ish. How  does  a  typical  cybersex  con- 
versation start?  Once  on  the  channel 
of  choice  you  may  start  by  introduc- 
ing yourself.  Lets  say  for  argument 
sake  lhal  your  nickname  is  Homica. 
You  would  start  by  saying  something 
like,  hello,  anyone  here  homy?  You 
would  then  most  likely  get  several 
positive  responses  from  the  crowd. 
Whenever  you  say  something  to  any- 
one or  everyone,  your  nickname  will 
be  displayed  beside  your  written  text 
so  that  everyone  knows  who  is  talk- 
ing. A  unique  feature  on  this  chat 
service  that  can  come  in  handy  is  the 
"whisper  option".  This  lets  you 
choose  someone  from  the  list  of 
speakers  lo  talk  lo  and  tell  Ihem  some- 
thing without  everyone  else  seeing 
what  you  have  typed.  It  is  a  form  of 
privacy  if  you  will.  If  you  get  really 


lucky  on  die  net,  someone  (hopefully 
who  claims  they  are  of  your  sexual 
preference)  will  request  lo  speak  one 
on  one  in  a  "private  window".  I  know 
what  your  saying;  this  sounds  pretty 
romantic-  It  can  be  very  romantic,  so 
guys  make  sure  to  put  on  your  best 
cologne  and  girls,  make  sure  lo  shave 
your  legs  because  you  could  be  in  for 
the  night  of  your  life. 

Well,  after  doing  some  research  on 
this  topic  1  decided  to  go  on  assign- 
ment. My  goal  was  lo  see  first  hand 
Just  how  gullible  some  people  could 
be.  I  suppose  you  could  also  call  it  a 
really  good  prank.  Lei  me  set  the 
scene  for  you.  It  was  in  the  Innis 
Residence  where  this  experiment  was 
planned  and  carried  out.  1  won't  use 
any  floor  numbers,  room  numbers,  or 
real  names  in  order  lo  protect  the  vic- 
tims'true  identities.  However,  I  will 
use  nicknames  just  so  their  friends  can 
ridicule  them  some  more.  Dis- 
claimer: Before  I  start  to  explain.  I 
must  admit  that  anyone  who  reads  diis 
will  probably  not  find  it  nearly  as 
funny  as  those  directly  involved. 
O.K.,  back  to  the  story.  Iljust  so  hap- 
pens that  where  I  live,  we  are  fortu- 
nate enough  to  have  two  computers 
that  are  both  capable  of  connecting  to 
the  same  chat  luies  at  the  same  lime. 
It  also  happens  that  these  two  com- 
puters are  at  opposite  ends  of  the  suite. 
This  also  provides  us  with  a  great  ad- 
vantage in  pulling  off  this  prank  suc- 
cessfully. The  first  step  is  to  entice 
someone  to  chat  on  the  computer  by 
making  it  look  really  fun  and  inter- 
esting. Explain  to  them  that  they  will 
meet  hundreds  of  interesting  people 
from  around  the  world.  (Mention 
Australia;  that  gets  people  really  ex- 
cited) Get  your  victim  to  start  a 
friendly  conversation  with  someone 
on  line.  They  wilt  instantly  be  hooked 
by  their  fascination  that  they  are  talk- 
ing to  somebody  thousands  of  miles 
away.  Meanwhile,  someone  on  the 
other  computer  down  the  hall  joins  the 
conversation.  (Lets  call  this  person 
Clown)  O.K.  So  we  have  our  victim; 
Homica  and  our  prankster;  Clown. 
Clown's  next  step  is  to  start  "whis- 
pering" some  blunt  remarks  to 
Homica.  This  gets  Homica  disgusted 
yet  intrigued.  To  make  a  long  story 
short,  the  conversation  eventually 
climbs  up  the  raunchy  ladder  and  is 
coming  to  a  close.  However,  Clown 
must  ask  Homica  where  they  are  from. 
Clown's  reply  is  whatever  Homica's 
is.  (Toronto)  This  is  just  a  measure  to 
freak  out  the  victim.  When  you  feel 
the  time  is  right  to  drop  the  bomb  on 
the  awaiting  victim,  you  may  use  the 
technique  of  your  choice.  The  tech- 
nique used  on  Homica  was  to  simply 
come  out  and  say  "You  are  such  a  per- 
vert !!!  (in- 
sert full  real  name  in  the  blanks)  The 
reaction  on  the  victims  face  would  win 
you  $10,000  on  America's  Funniest 
Home  Videos.  This  is  the  funniest 
prank  that  1  have  ever  played  on  any- 
one in  my  life.  So  far,  our  victim 
count  is  at  2  and  rising.  The  results 
just  keep  getting  funnier  and  funnier. 
Watch  out,  you  may  be  next! 
By  Clown. 


Noithwosi  China  Flam: 
■hat  ma  hall  Is  Id 

For  those  of  you  who 
frequent  the  beer  store  on 
Spadina  Ave.,  maybe  you 
ore  famillior  with  the  building 
l<nown  as  the  Northwest 
Chille  Plant.  It  is  located  on 
the  corner  of  Spadina  and 
Sussex,  for  those  who  don't 
know.  it  is  a  large 
rectangular  building  with 
few  windows  and  one  door. 
Obviously  this  is  a  university 
building  because  of  its  U  of 
T  sign  on  its  well  groomed 
front  lawn.  The  question  we 
pose  to  you,  the  intellegent 
Innis  Herold  reader.  Is  what 
the  hell  goes  on  in  there? 
We  have  several  theories.  It 
could  possibly  be  a 
production  facility  for  the 
massive  amounts  of  chille 
consumed  on  campus. 
Another  possible  use  would 
be  a  storage  facility  for 
countless  cadavers  which 
are  shipped  underground 
by  a  series  of  tunnels  and 
conveyer  belts.  Finally,  our 
last  theory  is  that  the 
Northwest  Chille  Plant  is  a 
top  secret  alien 
experimentation  laboratory, 
who  work  on  innocent  York 
University  students  and  mote 
them  with  alien  lifeforms. 

In  a  future  issue  of  the 
Herald,  we  are  planning  on 
expose  on  this  building.  To 
determine  what  actually 
goes  on  within  the  confines 
of  this  bizarre  building,  we 
will  be  going  undercover  on 
assignment.  We  will  be 
posing  as  salsa  tycoons  from 
Texas.  However  in  the 
meantime,  we  would  like 
some  of  your  feedback  on 
this  topic.  If  you  have  any 
explanations  or  theories, 
please  drop  them  off  at  Innis 
College  or  email  us  at  either 
andrew.millar@utoronto. ca 
craig.clements@utoronto.ca 

Thank  you  for  your  input  on 
this  Important  matter.  Your 
feedback  will  be  published 
In  an  upcoming  issue  of  the 
Herald. 

By  Andy  and  Craig 
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by  inad  enthusiast  Steve  Barber 

Well,  here  we  are  again.  It's  November  and  the  Herald  is  scrounging  for  cheap  Christmas  shit..  So  this  week  we  present 
my  opinion  of  the  best  place  near  Innis  to  buy  used  and  cool  CDs  (they  sell  other  weird'n'wacky  things....like  books,  incense 
andmanyissuesofHigh  Times.) 
1.  Seekers. 

I  dropped  by  a  friends  place  last  week  for  a  little  relaxation  (read:  wacky  tobacky)  after  work.  Twenty  minutes  later  I 
found  myself  sprawled  on  her  couch  enjoying  a  dream  that  featured  a  blue  monkey  with  wings  who  flew  out  of  Mike  Harris' 
butt  clutching  a  dented  can  of  tuna  in  one  small  furry  paw  and  the  Magical  Rod  of  Irony  in  the  other  I  awoke  from  this  dream 
to  the  startling  discovery  that  I  was  levitating.  As  I  floated  above  the  haze.I  realized  that  the  cause  of  my  brief  experience  with 
weightlessness  was  the  beautiful  music  that  permeated  my  immediate  surroundings.  Gently  sinking  back  down  to  the  well 
worn  couch,  I  asked  my  friend  what  we  were  listening  to.  "Pink  Floyd's  'Meddle'  remixed  by  the  Orb",  she  replied.  When  I 
asked  her  where  she  found  such  a  treasure,  she  told  me  "Seekers".  Where  Else?  Seekers  carries  the  cities  finest  collection  of 
Ambient,  World,Experimental,  Techno,  Acid  Jazz,  New  Age  and  Gothic  music.  Seekers  also  has  a  good  used  CD  selection, 
featuring  everything  from  the  mainstream  (Bryan  Adams)  to  the  really  hard  to  find  (FacepuUer  Cd  I  found  there  3  years  ago). 
On  top  of  all  this.Seekers  also  has  the  best  collection  of  new  and  used  books  in  the  city.  Probably  the  only  place  that  you  will 
find  books  on  Timothy  Leary3huddist  meditation.  Women  In  Mythology,  American  serial  killer  cullure,cultivating  your  own 
illegal  substances,  and  harvesting  hallucinogens  along  with  cheap  used  copies  of  most  of  the  books  on  your  English  class  list,  all 
under  one  roof.  In  case  you  haven't  been  convinced  yet,  they  also  play  the  trippiest  music  and  are  open  until  MIDNIGHT, 
seven  days  a  week. 

509  Bloor  Street  West       Tel:  925-1982  Coolest  Finds: 

Plasticman,  Sheet  One,  Alcister  Crowley,  Eleven  (collection  of  Enochian  Chants),  United  States  of  Ambience  II  (the  best 
ambient  compilation  I  have  ever  heard).  This  list  may  be  continued  next  issue.  

The  Evils  Of  Toilet  Paper 

by  Lite  'n  Up 

If  you  think  that  this  is  just  another  facetious  Herald  article,  you  can  blow  it  out  your  ass. 
The  sad  reality  is  that  one  of  the  first  things  we  are  taught  when  we  are  mere  toddlers,  completely 
lacking  in  wisdom  or  the  ability  to  distinguish  right  from  wron^,  is  to  wipe  our  asses  with  toilet 
paper.  Oh  cruel,  cruel  irony  that  something  so  soft,  white  and  pure  could  embody  all  the  evils  of  our 
wasteful,  even  destructive,  capitalistic  consumption-driven  society.  How  could  we  possibly  know? 
And  certainly  we  are  not  taught  as  we  grow  up  to  challenge  the  wisdom  of  our  parents;  rather,  they 
are  portrayed  as  the  font  from  which  all  wisdom  flows. 

I  dare  to  argue  that  this  seemingly  harmless  act  is,  in  fact,  a  great  wrong.  When  we  wipe  our 
asses  we  not  only  harm  the  environment  -  we  harm  ourselves.  I  will  not  patronize  you,  dear  reader, 
by  laboring  on  about  how  the  environment  is  that  which  surrounds  us,  how  the  quality  of  the 
environment  about  us  directly  affects  our  health  and  well-being,  not  to  mention  how  'green'  is  W 
(and  it's  Innis's  colour),  and  that  anyone  who  doesn't  agree  with  me  deserves  a  knuckle-sandwich- 
attitude-adjustment. 

Let's  just  say  that  when  we  wipe  our  hairy  sphincters  with  a  handful  of  bum-wad,  we  are 
killing  lots  of  trees  (depending,  of  course,  on  how  hairy  your  butt  is).  This  is  bad.  Absolutely 
wasteful,  And  disgraceful.  But  perhaps  you  can  be  forgiven.  Granted,  you  have  never  had  an  original 
thought  before.  You  have  never  bothered  to  consider  something  as  trivial  as  the  future  of  the  human 
race.  But  perhaps  now  you  will  stretch  your  brain,  with  my  assisstance,  as  we  search  for  an  alterna- 
tive. 

W  hen  you  think  about  it,  smearing  the  brown  stuff  around  with  some  scrunched-up  paper 
isn't  all  that  hygenic  anyways.  What  you  need  to  use  is  water  that  miracle  substance  that  quenches 
thirst,  puts  out  fires,  makes  trees  grow,  fills  balloons  and.  hopefully,  can  even  clean  your  ass.  Well, 
that's  a  start,  but.  as  we  all  know,  sometimes  one  needs  a  little  physical  agitation  too.  I  have  found 
that  a  face-cloth  (kept  apart  from  die  one  for  your  face),  generously  wet  in  advance,  is  the  perfect 
toilet-paper  substitute.  Keep  the  water  running.  Wipe,  rinse,  wipe,  rinse:  and  you're  squeaky  clean. 
Like  a  Barbie  doll. 

"Gross!",  you  say.  Bullshit!  Smearing  shit  all  over  your  skin  is  gross.  Killing  trees  is  gross.  In 
India,  so  I'm  told,  one  customarily  wipes  oneself  widi  one's  wet  left  hand,  hence  die  tradition  of 
shaking  with  right  hands.  If  you're  still  not  convinced,  FLUSH  YOU!  It's  cleaner  and  more  respon- 
sible. And  I  swear  your  clodi  won't  stink  after.  It  won't  be  covered  in  crud.  Poop  is  water  soluble  ■ 
it'll  all  wash  off. 

I  hope  you  don't  think  this  is  a  big  Joke.  If  you  do,  you've  missed  die  point.  And  you're 
stupid.  If  you  learn  something,  excellent!  Happy  wiping. 


Marijuana  Short- 
bread Cookies:  The 
Perfect  Start  For  The 
Holiday  Dinner 

INGREDIENTS; 
Butler 
Icing  sugar 
Vanilla  Extract 
All  Purpose  Flour 
Rice  Flour 

Marijuana  (at  least  one  gram  per 
guest.) 

IN  A  LARGE  MIXING  BOWL: 
•Cream  together  1.5  cups  of  bullcr 
and  I  cup  of  sifted  icing  sugar 
•add  1/2  teaspoon  of  vanilla 
extract. 

♦Break  the  marijuana  into  very 
small  pieces.  This  is  best  done  with 


Our  Prez.  He  has  shiny 
teeth.  We  love  him. 


scissors  or  a  knife  perhaps.  Make 
sure  to  get  rid  of  all  ihe  stems,  seeds 
are  optional  and  may  be  used  as  a 
nut  supplement.  Set  aside  a  gram. 
Sprinkle  the  remaining  pol  all  over 
Ihe  surface  of  the  batter  and  stir.  Be 
careful  that  no  pot  is  left  on  the 
utensil  you  use  to  stir  it.  NEVER 
WASTE  MARIJUANA!!!!! 
•beat  thoroughly 

•gradually  add  3  cups  of  all  purpose 
flour  mixed  with  1/4  cuup  of  rice 
flour 

•combine  well 

NOW  FOR  THE  FUN  PART... 

Roll  into  1/4  inch  thickness  and  cut 
into  desinsd  shapes.  Feel  free  lo  use 
your  imagination  lo  its  fullest 
capacity! 

Place  cookies  on  an  ungreased 


Take  the  gram  of  pol  you  had  set 
aside  and  sprinkle  a  little  on  lop  of 
each  cookie.  Be  sure  to  be  fair  or 
some  guests  may  begin  to  bicker!! 
This  is  for  added  colour  (Green  for 
Christmas!)  and  flavour. 

Bake  at  300  degrees  for  18-20 
minutes. 

NOTE;  JUST  BCAUSE  YOU  ARE 
EATING  THE  POT  DOES  NOT 
MEAN  THAT  YOU  WILL  NOT 
GET  THE  MUNCHIES.  THAT  IS 
WHY  I  RECOMMEND  SERVING 
THEM  AS  AN  APPETIZER.  NO 
MATTER  HOW  AWFUL  A  COOK 
YOU  MAY  BE.  AFTER  EATING 
THESE  COOKIES  YOLTR 
GUESTS  WILL  GLADLY  EAT 
ANY  OTHER  FOOD  THAT 
COMES  THEIR  WAY. 


L  nn  i  s .  ■  ( 


Coffee's  Not  Tust  For  Goats 

Anymore 
by  Carlin  Sandor 


Believe  it  or  not,  there  are  a  lot  of  people  out  there  who 
just  don't  like  goats.  I  admit  they're  funny  looking  and  kinda 
smelly,  but  humankind  owes  a  lot  to  the  goat.  I'm  not  talking 
about  any  sex-driven,  flute-playing,  half-man  half-goat.  I'm  talk- 
ing about  your  average,  everyday  Mr.  Joe  Goat. 

As  the  story  goes,  one  day  around  850  A.D.,  an  Ethiopian 
goatherder  named  Kaldi  noticed  that  all  his  goats  had  disap- 
peared. Being  the  curious  and  brave  man  that  he  was,  he  de- 
cided to  gel  to  the  bottom  of  it.  He  found  liis  friend  Tabatha  the 
goat  and  followed  her  to  where  tiie  rest  of  the  goats  were  hangin' 
out.  Kaldi  sat  down  and  stared,  wide-eyed,  at  what  he  was  wit- 
nessing. 

Much  to  his  amazement,  he  found  every  last  one  of  his 
smelly  beasts  gathered  around  a  bunch  of  shrubs.  They  were 
practically  tearing  each  other  apart  trying  to  get  their  fair  share 
of  the  succulent  cherry  red  berries.  Tlie  more  berries  they  ate,  the 
friskier  they  got. 

As  I  mentioned  before,  Kaldi  was  a  curious  man  and  he 
couldn't  help  but  wonder  if  he,  too,  would  turn  into  a  happy, 
frolicking  goat  after  ingesting  the  berries.  Unknowingly,  Kaldi 
had  discovered  a  new  wonder  drug  -  caffeine! 

Needless  to  say,  madly  muncliing  the  mysterious  red  cher- 
ries, Kaldi  soon  becamse  a  jittery  monster.  One  thing  led  to  an- 
otlier  and,  before  he  knew  it,  everyone  was  greedily  gobbling 
God's  greatest  creation. 

Tlie  word  on  the  street  was  that  these  berries  were  mi- 
raculous. Visitors  to  Ethiopia  indulged  in  the  berry-eating  and  it 
wasn't  long  before  they  managed  to  smuggle  tlie  seeds  of  these 
shrubs  to  their  homelands.  Some  Arabs  who  had  just  returned 
from  Etiiiopia,  c.  1100  A.D.,  came  up  witli  the  idea  of  throwing 
the  beans  on  an  open  fire,  grinding  the  hell  out  of  them  and  mix- 
ing them  with  water  They  called  this  mixture  "gahwa"  (just  like 
Java,  eh?). 

Lots  of  other  countries  got  hip  to  the  idea  and  started  smug- 
gling their  own  seeds  out  for  cultivation  (See,  coffee  wasn't  re- 
ally invented  by  the  lone  Columbian  Juan  Valdez).  Sleepless  days 
turned  into  sleepless  months  and  sleeple&s  months  turned  into 
sleepless  years  and,  Taa-Daa;  in  1822  the  first  espresso  machine 
was  invented. 

If  all  seems  so  simple,  doesn't  it,  but  who  would  have 
guessed  that  coffee  would  become  such  a  huge  link  in  the  chain 
of  life  today.  Now,  in  this  wonderful  age  of  rage  and  reason,  we, 
the  inhabitants  of  the  world,  gulp  down  cup  after  cup  completely 
oblivious  to  the  mystical  tale  of  the  coffee  bean. 

So,  the  next  time  your  nose  hairs  are  tingling  from  the  dark 
and  delicious  aroma  of  a  deep,  black  cup  of  Joe,  remember  the 
goats  and  get  a  little  frisky. 
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Brains  In  A  Bottle? 
by  Jennica  Harper 

I  work  in  a  drugstore,  and  I  admit  I've  gotten  used  to  some  pretty 
unusual  requests,  so  when  a  young  woman  came  in  asking  for  a  drug  to 
help  her  memorize  things  easier,  I  didn't  think  much  of  it.  I  laughed, 
and  pitied  those  poor  students  who  spend  their  entire  undergraduate 
degree  anxious  about  getting  into  Medical  School,  I  laughed  because  it 
just  seemed  silly.  Then  my  jaw  dropped,  because  the  pharmacist  was 
actually  recomending  a  product... 

Right  there,  on  the  shelves  that  I'd  dusted  a  million  times  was  a 
bottle  of  "SMART  Vitamins",  by  Jamieson.  The  pharmacist  was  careful 
to  warn  the  customer  that  they  were  only  vitamins... they  couldn't  actu- 
ally make  you  smart,  but  they  might  improve  your  concentration  level. 
The  bottle  even  states 

"CONCENTRATION... ALERTNESS...ENERGY...Smart  Vitamins  for 
Smart  People".  It  also  shows  symbols  indicating  the  pills  are  not  tested 
on  arumals  and  are  alcohol-free,  so  animal-rights  activists  and  alcoholics 
alike  can  feel  free  to  indulge,  although  the  bottle  recomends  not  taking 
more  than  two  per  day. 

So  anyway,  I  felt  1  had  to  buy  them.  So  what  if  I'm  an  English 
student  and  1  rarely  memorize  anything.  I  figured  that  everybody  can 
use  a  little  more  energy,  and  I'm  the  first  to  admit  that  I  don't  have  the 
longest  attention  span  in  the  world.  My  future-med-student  roomate 
and  I  popped  our  pills  and  went  ahead  with  our  respective  days.  I  think 
they  actually  work  -I  stayed  awake  during  my  class-  but  the  coming  down 
is  brutal.  My  roommate  had  no  problem,  but  I  came  home  from  an  hour- 
long  class  and  went  to  sleep  for  five.  Not  a  great  way  to  save  time. 

If  you're  interested,  the  ingredients  are  mostly  things  like  Ginseng, 
vitamin  C  and  Kola  Nut  (which  was  achaally  in  Coca-Colca  when  it  was 
still  being  used  as  an  energy-giving  health  drink,  circa  1903).  One  bottle 
goes  for  about  lObucks,  and  contains  60  capsules.  We  figured  out  that 
the  best  way  to  take  them  is  probably  one  every  day,  like  regular  vita- 
mins, and  wait  for  the  cumulative  effect,  but  who  can  be  bothered?  Here 
are  some  more  reasons  for  sticking  with  coffee  as  your  sKmuIant  of  choice: 


COFFEE 

-cheap  on  a  per-cup  basis 

-when  you  run  out,  ifs  readily  available  anywhere  (and  especially  in 
^  UofT  student  centres) 
j^^I-yummy 

a  whole  rainbow  of  flavours 

going  out  for  coffee  is  a  great  way  to  ask  someone  out  on  a  date 
■warm  on  cold  days 


SMART  PILLS 

-makes  you  feel  sort  of  pathetic 

-that  whole  sleeping  oh  five  hours  in  the  middle  of  the  day  thing  (did 
you 


Good  Places  to  get  coffee  near  campus 


The  Daily  Espress  Cafe...  280  Bloor  St.  W  (between  Huron  and  St.  George) 

The  house  brew  here  is  on  the  better  end  of  decent:  Colombian... The  Daily  Express  also  boasts  'TLC,"  Toronto's  Largest  Coffee  ($1 .50),  the  most  tremendous  coffee  in  town.  I  tried 
a  Soyaccino  because  1  hadn't  ever  had  one,  and  it  was  ...well,  pretty  good.  Then  again,  I  can't  stand  soya  milk,  so  that's  saying  a  lot.  They  score  big  points  on  the  muffins.  A  local  artist 
designed  the  bar  using  glass,  copper,  water  and  shells  and  there  are  various  international  newspapers  scattered  around,  so  there's  plenty  to  look  at  (the  staff's  not  so  bad  either).  Oh 
yeah,  they're  also  licensed,  so  if  you  want  (o  sip  wine  and  read  continental  newspapers,  this  is  a  good  place  for  it,  but  that's  another  article. 

The  Future  Bakery...  483  Bloor  St.  W  (at  Brunswick)  Bustling.  Trendy  (yes.  capital  T),  the  Future  is  a  haunt  for  the  hip,  open  till  3  a.m.  and  usually  complete  with  an  urbane  mix 
of  students,  artsy  folk,  theatre-goers,  locals  and  those  simply  enjoying  the  food  and  drink.  The  coffee's  passable:  noteworthy  are  their  cheap  refills,  their  Caffe  Lattes,  milk  and  coffee 
tiered  in  a  glass  quite  properiy,  and  the  Rocket  Fuel  (need  I  say  more?  WeII...just  a  little),  they  use  espresso  instead  of  water  in  the  brewing  process.  Their  cheesecakes  are  divine,  the 
bread  is  fresh  and  it  can  be  a  great  vantage  point  for  people  watching.  The  coffee  diversity  is  nothing  special,  mocha  Java  and  Colombian;  usually  with  one  kind  of  decaf,  for  wimps. 
The  Green  Room...  290  Brunswick  Ave.  (just  south  of  Bloor,  around  the  comer  from  The  Poor  Alex  Theatre)  There  are  couches,  armchairs  and  comfy  straight-backed  chairs  here. 
Definitely  one  of  the  highest  rated  for  comfort.  Coffee?  No,  just  plain  ambiance.  Well,  no.  Their  espresso  is  drinkable.  A  popular  meeting  place,  the  Green  Room  features  live 
entertainment,  a  poetry  reading  here  and  there,  sometimes  music  too. 

Diabolo's...  University  College,  Junior  Common  Room.  This  place  is  student-run,  and  has  the  best  muffins  in  the  world.  No  shit.  They  are  freshly  baked  on  the  premises,  all  the 
kinds  are  good.  My  advice:  ask  for  the  freshest.  There  are  also  usually  four  kinds  of  coffee  to  choose  from,  also  freshly  brewed  (most  of  the  time);  and  they  always  stock  the  politically 
correct  (and  totally  tolerable)  Bridgehead  coffee,  which  helps  OXFAM  help  hard-working,  small  third-world  businesses.  Their  hot  Apple  Grog  is  okay,  too.  Diabolo's  has  a  student 
budget  based  price  range,  and  gives  you  the  best  bang  for  your  buck,  so  to  speak.  The  only  drawback  is  that  it's  not  at  Innis. 

7  West  Cafe  Inc.,  7  Charles  St.  W.,  (south  of  Bloor.  a  block  east  of  Yonge)  The  only  reason  this  place  gets  a  spot  on  this  list  is  that  they're  open  24  hours  aday,  the  chocolate  banana 
cake  makes  me  cream  my  shorts  and  that  the  Kids  in  the  Hall  sometimes  (more  rarely  now)  hang  out  there.  They  serve  decaf  cappucino  and  make  their  espresso  in  these  funky  gadgets 
they  swear  are  from  the  50's.  Personally,  I  think  they  telemorphed  them  from  the  2050's. 

The  Sugar  Bowl  Coffee  Bar,  89  Harbord  St.  (just  west  of  Spadina)  No  contest,  these  guys  win  hands  down  for  the  best  music.  I  walked  in  to  try  their  coffee  and  stayed  for  an 
hour  because  of  the  tunes.  In  the  space  of  that  hour  I  heard  acid  jazz,  jazz  and  some  of  the  best  Australian  and  African  didgeridoo  I'd  ever  heard.  It's  reasonably  comfortable,  sofas  and 
cushiony  chairs  are  inviting  and  don't  hurt  your  butt  after  you've  sat  on  them  for  a  while.  The  rugs  on  the  wall  are  really  neat;  Turkish,  Navajo  and  Persian  (I  think.  Don't  ever  quote 
me  on  my  nigs).  The  house  brew  is  tasty.  The  espresso  is  okay.  The  man  behind  the  cashier  was  so  incredibly  friendly,  that  1  encourage  everybody  to  go  there  and  give  him  a  tip,  he's 
that  nice. 


Honourable  Mention:  Take  2  Cafe...  328  Bloor  St.  W..  lots  of  selection,  stay  away  from  it  near  msh  hour.  Glitzy  and  alright  for  quick  slops. 

The  Second  Cup...  Various  locations  off/on  Campus,.  Okay  only  if  you  want  a  mocaccino.  Make  sure  you  get  whipped  cream.  Screw  the  calories,  it's  ambrosial.  Their  hot  chocolate 
is  good  but  I  always  bum  my  tongue.  Must  be  something  in  the  mix. 


L  nil  i  s  .  .  •] 
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The  Beers  of  Winter 

another  in  a  series  of  enlightening  articles  for  all  Innis  beer  connoisseure 

by  Cass  Enright 

As  unplcasanl  as  ihe  prospect  may  sound,  winter  is  fast  approaching,  bringing  with  it  nights  of  bitter  cold.  However,  there  are  many  beers,  nicknamed  winter  beers,  that  can  help  warm  the  body 
and  mind,  from  a  frosty  glass  on  a  frosty  eve.  Winter  or  Christmas  beers  are  usually  darker  and  richer  than  the  lighter  summer  brews  -  and  are  definitely  higher  in  alcohol.  The  stt^ngth  of  the  beer 
complements  the  strength  of  Ihe  cold,  as  most  winter  beers  ate  at  least  8%  alcohol,  very  often  more.  These  beers  have  residual  sugars  in  them,  adding  sweetness  and  body.  They  can  be  thought  of 
storing  the  summer's  heat  for  the  winter,  as  a  few  of  these  will  aid  in  combating  the  cold  in  the  air  by  wanning  the  body.  In  this  article  I  will  discuss  some  beers  for  diose  cold  Toronto  nights,  some 
Canadian  brands  available  in  pubs  and  some  imported  brews  from  the  L.C.B.O. 

Some  of  Toronto's  brewpubs  make  seasonal  beers  in  the  winter,  including  the  Rotterdam  and  Denison's.  The  Rotterdam  makes  a  very  tasty  Scotch  Ale.  while  Denison's  makes  a  Bock  come 
January.  The  Scotch  Ale  is  very  dark,  brewed  in  the  Scottish  style,  with  scotch  malls,  the  same  that  goes  into  the  boore  of  die  same  name.  Denison's  Bock  is  quite  sweet  and  strong  (6.5%)  with  low 
hop  flavouring,  and  Utile  bitterness.  You  may  also  want  to  try  C'est  What's  Coffee  Porter,  or  Niagara  Falls'  Eisbock,  Maple  Wheal  or  Brock's  Extra  Slout,  all  extremely  good. 

Many  of  the  best  winter  beers,  however,  come  from  overseas  or  ihc  U.S.A.  Swilzeriand  is  not  known  for  their  beers,  bul  every  December  6th  (Si.  Nicholas  Day),  the  Saraichlaus  ($4.50, 355 
mL),  meaning  'Sama  Claus',  is  brewed.  The  batch  is  aged  for  eleven  months  and  released  the  next  December.  Samichlans  1994  is  coming  to  Toronto  this  December.  It  has  a  high  alcohol  content  of 
14%.  with  a  chocolate  malt  flavour.  Definitely  worth  a  try  -  it  won't  be  back  until  next  Christmas. 

A  truly  interesting  beer  experience  comes  from  the  Samuel  Adams  TViple  Bock  ($5.50. 250  mL)  lecently  released  in  the  L.C.B.O.  From  the  Boston  Biewing  Co..  this  beer  is  tnily  an  original. 
The  most  striking  feature  of  this  beer  is  its  world  record  17%  alcohol  content.  There  is  almost  a  pound  of  mall  used  in  the  brewing  of  each  bottle,  plus  added  maple  syrup  and  aging  in  oak  barrels. 
Uncarbonaled.  this  beer  should  not  be  thought  of  being  for  drinking  but  for  sipping.  Think  of  the  Triple  Bock  as  a  port  or  cognac  -  for  the  brave  connoisseurs  only. 

Two  other  Christmas  beers  just  released  are  the  SpWale  Noiil  ($6.95, 750  mL),  from  Ihe  Binchoise  breweiy  and  the  Bush  de  Noel  ($21 .95,  4  x  330  mL  box  set),  both  from  Belgium.  Only 
brewed  for  the  Christmas  season,  the  Spiciale  Noii  is  an  ale  including  caramel  malts  and  a  blend  of  spices.  This  reddish  brown  beer  has  an  alcohol  content  of  9%,  with  a  sweet  and  spicy  taste  and  a 
caramel  aroma.  The  Bush  No«l  is  also  only  brewed  once  a  year,  dry-hopped  to  contrast  its  year  round  regular  Bush.  It  is  deep  ted  and  full-bodied,  with  a  lofty  1 2%  alcohol.  Both  of  these  festive  brews 
would  be  great  for  wanning  up  beside  the  Christmas  tree. 

As  bocks  are  usually  spring  seasonal  beers,  dopplebocks  are  for  winter.  Dopple  means  double,  referring  to  the  extra  strength  and  darker  colour  of  a  dopplebock  compared  to  a  bock.  The 
Schneider  brewery  in  Germany  makes  the  Aventinus  ($2.90, 500  mL),  die  worid's  first  wheat  dopplebock,  that  is,  a  bock  brewed  with  wheal  mall  in  place  of  the  usual  barley  mall.  The  Avenlinus  is 
dark  yet  extremely  smooth,  with  an  8%  alcohol  content.  Like  the  aforementioned  Speciale  Noel,  nutmeg  and  other  spices  adds  to  the  caramel  malty  tastes  to  this  brew. 

Finally,  to  return  to  our  home  country  of  Canada,  you  may  want  to  try  Qu«bec's  La  Maudite  ($5.00, 750  mL),  from  the  Unibroue  brewery  in  Chambly.  La  Maudile  means  'die  damned',  and 
one  must  wonder  the  motives  of  the  brewmeisler  after  knowing  diis  and  seeing  ihe  label  -  a  picture  of  a  devil!  One  of  Canada's  strongest  beers  at  8%.  it  is  a  Belgian-style  ale  with  some  fruity,  oaky  and 
spicy  flavours. 

I  hope  the  winter  is  not  to  cold  for  us  -  bul  these  beers  are  some  of  the  best  around  to  help  warm  the  mind  and  body.  Either  trying  some  of  Ontario's  finest  taps  in  Toronto's  coziest  pubs  or  out 
of  the  botlle  in  front  of  the  fire  and  Christmas  tree,  these  winter  beers  will  help  ease  our  suffering  as  we  head  into  the  winter  months  of  1995. 


"When  I  was  twenty, 
I  was  a  pretentious  artsy. 
Now  I'm  a  year  oWer 
And  my  life's  full  of  filler." 

Wish  a  happy(?)  birthday  to  Cass  on  December  1 0th. 


The  I.B.C.S.  Pub  Crawl  on  December  I  st  was  a 
ravishing  success.  If  you  came,  I  hope  you  had  an 
enlightening  beer  experience.  If  you  did  not 
come,  no  beer  for  you!  Bigger  and  better  events 
in  the  New  Year! 


Chef  Boy  R2D2 


Well  folks  welcome  to  the  first  official: 
"DESTITUTE  S  DIET". 

In  writing  this  article  I  hope  to  inspire  you  with 
creative  ingenuity,  and  a  sense  that  money  is  nothing  to 
worry  about.  Any  student  in  this  age  of  budget  cutbacks, 
can  and  should  provide  themselves  with  a  diverse  and 
balanced  diet.  With  a  little  skill  you  can  make  gourmet 
meals  from  the  barest  of  pantries.  You  can  learn  to  cleanse 
and  heal  your  body's  hurts  and  ills  by  modifying  your 
diet  creatively.  In  sharing  this  with  you,  my  hope  be- 
comes your's. 

So,  to  make  a  long  story  short  this  is  a  'recipe 
column'.  This  month's  sumptuous  array  includes: 
Curried  Potato  Casserole  in  a  sauce  of  Home  Made 
Cheese  Curd.  Stay  luned  for  next  month. 

CURRIED  POTATO  CASSEROLE 

8  med.  potatoes  cut  in  1/2  inch  slices 

To  save  time  parboil  potatoes  while  making  curds. 

Home  Made  CHEESE  CURD. 

2  litres  Homo  Milk 

5  tablespoons  lemon  juice 


Pour  entire  contents  of  Milk  into  a  large  pot  and  bring  to 
a  steaming  frothy  boil,  but  remember  to  stir  occasion- 
ally so  die  milk  doesn't  bum  on  the  bottom  of  the  pan. 
Remove  from  element.  After  a  few  moments  add  a  few 
drops  of  lemon  juice  at  a  time,  while  stirring,  until  the 
milk  seperates  into  Curds  and  Whey.  In  a  fine  wire 
strainer  or  a  colander  lined  with  cheesecloth  (which  you 
can  pick  up  at  most  grocery  stores  for  $2-$3)  strain  the 
curds  and  save  the  whey.  Rinse  the  curds  dioroughiy 
with  cold  water  and  set  aside. 

CURRY  SAUCE 
Premade  Cheese  Curds  (save  1/2  the  curd  to  garnish  the 
top  of  tlie  casserole) 
l/2cup  Melted  or  Soft  Butter 
SOOmiSour  Cream 

1  teaspoon  Curry  Powder  orT\]nneric 

2  teaspoons  Salt 

3+  large  cloves  of  Garlic 
1/2  teaspoon  fresh  or  ground  Rosemary 
1  teaspoon  blk  pepper 
1  teaspoon  paprika 
OPTIONAL 


I  chopped  onion 

several  chopped  mushrooms  (any  kind) 

Mix  all  ingredients  in  a  bowl,  adding  curd  last  by 
crumbling  with  clean  hands. 

Preheat  oven  to  400  degrees  F. 

Once  the  potatoes  have  cooked  (check  by  stick- 
ing them  with  a  fork  to  see  if  they  sdll  crunch)  strain 
them  in  a  colander.  Rinse  with  cold  water  to  cool  them 
and  wash  off  excess  starch.  Add  the  potatoes  to  the  Curry 
Sauce  and  mix  well.  Spoon  the  mixture  into  a  butter 
greased  casserole  dish  (if  you  don't  have  one  large 
enough,  you  can  buy  an  aluminium  one  at  most  grocery 
stores  for  about  $2).  Garnish  die  top  widi  the  remaining 
1/2  of  the  cheese  curds.  Sprinkle  a  little  rosemary  and 
paprika  on  top  for  colour  Cover  with  aluminium  foil 
and  bake  25  minutes.  Serve  hot. 

Serves  4  small  elephants. 


FEATURED  WRITER  OF  THE  MONTH 


Oh  Canada 


RAUL 

***  Due  10  an  edilorial  mix-up  in  the  last  issue,  this  article  explaining  that  the  two  poems  "Luz  de  Gloria  Etema"  and 
"Light  of  Eternal  Glory"  arc  actually  translations  of  one  another  was  accidentally  omitted.  Instead  of  the  poem  published 
last  issue,  we  have  included  another  original  work  by  the  same  author  in  its  english  translation.  We  apologize  for  any 
ensuing  confusion  or  inconvenience  that  this  may  have  caused  to  our  non-Spanish-speaking  readers.*** 

Last  issue  we  featured  an  original  work  by  upcoming  playwright  Ed  Gass-Donnelly.  This  issue,  in  an 
attempt  to  feature  prominent  and  potentially  famous  writers  in  the  greater 
Metropolitan  Toronto  area,  our  writer  of  the  month  is  none  other  than 
the  "super-famous"  Raul. 

You  may  have  spotted  this  Peruvian  gentleman  singing  on  the 
comer  of  Bloor  and  Bathurst,  or  maybe  dancing  in  the  nearby  subway 
stations.  He  isn't  too  hard  to  miss.  Wearing  his  characteristic  black 
velvet  hat  adorned  with  a  large  hand-made  gold  name-tag  ,  Raul  lets 
everyone  know  who  he  is.  Above  all,  the  multi-talented  Raul  is  an 
active  member  of  the  Toronto  community.  Among  his  accomplishments 
he  lists:  Superdancer  Number  One,  advanced  poet,  impressionist  art 
painter,  songwriter,  singer,  inventor  and  bilingual.  In  addition  to  these 
prestigious  titles,  Raul  will  soon  be  hosting  his  own  cable  TV  show  to 
teach  the  unco-ordinated  his  "superstyle"  of  all-American  dance.  Hie 
Innis-associated  band  Project  9,  who  played  at  last  month's  Halloween 
Pub  night,  has  written  a  song  about  this  unique  character  titled 
"Superdancer  Raul".  The  accompanying  video  will  also  feature  Raul 
as  (what  else?)  a  superdancer.  When  asked  for  a  comment.  Jaime  of  P9 
had  this  to  say  about  the  band's  relationship  with  Raul,"We  think  he's 
really  cool!."  Besides  his  passion  for  dancing.  Raul  also  supports  cul- 
tural programs  at  the  Metro  Toronto  Reference  Library. 
Original  Art  by  Raul 

Raul  primarily  writes  poetry  in  his  native  Spanish  tongue,  which  he  translates  into  English.  He  has 
already  had  four  poems  printed  in  the  Spanish-Canadian  newspaper  "El  Popular",  one  which  of  is  featured 
below  in  the  original  Spanish  along  with  the  English  translation.  Raul  has  also  revealed  that  he  will  be 
publishing  50  000  copies  of  his  book  of  Spanish  poetry  through  an  American  publishing  company. 

When  asked  about  his  poetry,  Raul  had  this  to  say,  "I  write  for  the  future.  People  will  understand  me 
then,"Fratemity,  solidarity,  humility  and  humanity  comprise  the  key  elements  of  his  philosophy.  He  recom- 
mends that  all  students  should  read  the  Chinese  Philosopher  Lyn  Yu  Tang,  who  believes  in  a  'wony-fi"ee' 
existence.  If  you  are  interested  in  learning  more  about  Raul,  you  can  catch  him  almost  any  night  of  the  week 
at  Kali's  Donuls  on  the  comer  of  Bloor  and  Bathurst,  where  he  plays  chess  and  offers  to  teach  Spanish  free  of 
charge  to  anyone  willing  to  learn.  Otherwise,  you  can  drop  him  a  line  at  PO  Box  214  Station  P,  Toronto. 
Ontario  M5S2S7. 

by  Antonia  Yee 


by  Raul 

The  day  that  I  arrived  it  impressed  me 

Why?  It  was  the  great  democracy,  freedom  and  rights 

But  my  feeling,  my  emotion;  it  was  the  amiable  people 

their  customs!  Pardon  me!  Excuse  me!  Please!  Sony! 

marvellous  words  that  they  were  singing 

Some  celestial  music.  Congratulations  Canada  for  your  people! 

Each  day  I  am  living,  I  am  learning  more  and  more 
but  never  will  I  finish,  because  there  is  so  much 
to  leam,  each  person,  each  city,  each  place, 
it  has  many  interesting  and  curious  novelties 
Niagara  Falls— it  has  a  nice  attraction  to  the  world 
I  have  come  from  a  far  country,  but  I  love  Canada 
so  much  that  if  it  were  permitted  me. 
I  would  exchange  my  nationality  for  Canadian. 

It  will  come  the  day,  that  this  unimaginable  country 

which  1  love  so  much  for  cheerful  people  and  for  their  beautiful  women 

ladies  and  girls,  who  are  such  beauties,  such  queens 

It  is  in  these  moments  that  me,  that  I  am  enjoying 

I  see  a  nice  Queen-lady,  she  is  seated  infront  of  me 

ten  metres  in  distance,  I  see  her  large  and  impressionable  green  eyes 

Black  blouse,  short  skirt,  her  face,  it  says  to  me 

that  her  spirit,  it  is  representing  Canada 

It  is  a  nice,  merry  and  guy  free  country 

If  I  could  choose  which  country  I  wanted  to  go  to 

One  thousand,  one  million,  one  billion 

Always  I  would  answer  Canada 

As  inventor  I  could  put  my  little  grain-pushing  progress 

and  as  composer,  I'm  praising  the  beauty  of  Canada 

I  hope  that  a  nice  beautiful  Canadian  lady 

one  day  will  give  me  the  permission  to  demonstrate  to  her 

my  passionate  love. 

Can  I  reach  that  happiness? 

I  think  that  the  answer  is  YES. 


m 


Editor's  Note:  "Feathers"  is  the  last  story  in  a  series  of  three  which  have  been  published  over  the 
course  of  the  previous  two  issues.  In  the  editor's  note  accompanying  the  first  issue  I  challenged  readers 
to  uncover  the  link  between  all  three  stories.  They  all  mention  one  object  in  common.  If  you  think  you 
know  what  that  is  or  if  you  care  to  guess,  true  to  my  promise  in  the  last  issue,  I  will  be  accepting 
answers  and  publishing  the  names  of  those  people  who  answered  correctly.  It's  not  a  big  prize,  but  hey, 
I'm  just  a  student  and  have  nothing  to  offer  you  other  than  a  whole  pile  of  assignments  that  need  to  be 
done. 

Feathers 

by  Kristjan  Ahronson 


BASED  ON  A  TRUE  STORY 

by  W.  N.  O'Higgins 


#  She  \s  standing  close  to  her  husband,  talking  in  excited  tones  about  the  play.  She  is 
stattled  by  the  loud,  sharp  crack  and  the  whistling  wind  that  comes  from  nowhere,  Tlie  screaming 
starts — deafening.  TTie  agony  of  the  people  and  horses  around  her  claws  at  her  mind.  She  feel^ 
a  wet.  fragrant  spray,  and  looks  lo  her  husband.  He  is  holding  aband,  and  pointing  the  fountaining 
stump  of  his  left  ann  at  her.  She  turns  to  shield  her  baby  trom  it.  She  looks  at  the  swaddles  in 
her  arms;  at  ilie  clean  white  ctotji  wrapping  a  mess  of  blood  and  pulp.  Blackness. 

"This  is  another  one  we  found  after  the  assassination  aitcnipt.  An  example  of  catato- 
nia. Harmless.  She  can't  eat  in  that  state,  so  1  don't  expect  her  to  last  long.  Let  me  show  you 
what  we  are  doing  with  electricity."  ; 


"Good  Morning,"  said  Mr.  Edwards  in  that  futmy  way  of  his.  The  others,  ignoring 
him,  started  to  gather  around  the  dinner  table  and  prepare  for  the  meal.  Samuel,  the  tallest  of 
the  five  aside  from  Mr.  Edwards,  climbed  down  from  the  ceiling  and  proffered  his  left  arm  in 
greetings. 

"Why  thank  you,"  said  Mn  Edwards  as  he  took  Samuel's  left  arm  and  put  it  into  the 
cabinet  that  lay  at  his  side. 

"Jesus  Christ  dad!"  mumbled  Gerald  lo  his  father,  the  stumpy  unshaven  man  in  sun- 
glasses. Gerald  wore  motley  brown  rags  and  smiled  a  lot.  His  father,  the  stumpy  man,  was 
busy  putting  on  a  vest  thick  with  feathers.  His  sunglasses  almost  slipped  off.  but  he  managed 
to  secure  Uiem  with  the  slaplegun  he  wore  upon  his  waist. 

"Jesus  Christ  dad!"  Gerald  mumbled  again  to  his  surprise.  He  was  always  surprised, 
even  now  as  he  turned  to  the  bay  window  overiooking  the  mountainside.  Gerald  wanted  a 
jug  of  water.  He  liked  dunking  his  sleeves. 

All  of  them,  having  finished  gathering  about  the  table,  now  sat  around  it.  Samuel,  tall 
and  gangly  with  a  cork  pipe  in  his  mouth,  sat  at  the  end.  To  his  lef^  were  seated  Gerald  and 
his  father;  next  to  tthem  were  the  twins.  Both  the  giris  had  very  long  hair  which  they  braided 
to  each  othen  The  twins  cried  out  with  surprised  glee  as  they  sat  down.  They  had  not  seen 
the  stumpy  man  place  the  eggs  on  their  seats. 

Mr.  Edwands  sat  to  the  right  of  Samuel  and  across  from  the  twms,  Gerald  and  his 
father.  Without  fail,  he  always  took  that  chair,  for  it  was  all  alone  and  by  far  the  most 
uncomfortable. 

"A  fine  evening  it  is,"  said  Mr.  Edwards  to  his  hosts. 

This  time  not  even  Samuel  looked  up,  for  Ankhart,  die  cook,  had  entered  with  a  large 
covered  platter.  He  carefully  made  his  way  to  the  table  and  set  down  the  platter  before  the 
twins;  he  quite  fancied  the  two  giris.  They  smiled  back  charmingly  but  quickly  turned  their 
gaze  to  the  dish. 

As  one.  the  five  diners  stared  longingly  at  the  covered  dish,  except  of  course  for  Mr. 
Edwards.  Having  decided  upon  a  certain  wail,  Ankhart  now  fell  ready  to  unveil  the  meal. 
He  gracefully  grabbed  the  carved  wooden  handle  of  the  polished  silver  lid  and  lifted  it  up. 

"Aaaalihh,"  they  all  exclaimed  as  one.  even  Mr.  Edwards.  At  the  same  time,  how- 
ever, Samuel  reached  for  the  decanter  with  his  right  hand  and  poured  himself  a  drink. 


Out  of  the  grey  and  into  the  hghL 
'  There  ts  shrieking  and  moaning.  I  -jiti  afraid  to  open  my  eyes.  I  feel  myself  and  my 
-surroundmgs.  1  am  naked,  cold  and  sitting  on  a  stone  floor,  1  open  my  eyes.  There  are  naked 
women  all  around.  One  is  hitting  her  head  against  the  wall,  over  and  over  and  over.  Some  are 
moanmg  and  touchmg  themselves.  One  is  banging  on  a  heavy  wooden  door,  shouting  about 
how  she  doesn't  belong  here,  'flicre  is  one  in  the  tomcrkwking  atnie,  She  ha-s  a  dark  pudding 
in  her  cupped  hands,  which  s)ie  has  been  eating.  She  sees  tne  watching  her  and  throws  the  food 
at  me.  It  splatters  me  from  head  to  toe.  Tlie  smell  hits  me  like  a  fisi  and  I  flee  toward  the  grey. 

The  light  is  poking  at  me,  prodding  me.  I  go  to  the  light  to  make  it  slop  touching  me. 
l  open  my  eyes.  It  is  dark  and  there  are  women  all  around  me,  touching  me.  One  touches  me 
down  there  and  i  shudder  and  pull  back.  One  begins  to  st  ream  at  iiic  and  grabs  my  hair.  I  try 
to  pull  away  but  she  is  strong  and  she  hiLs  my  head  on  the  wall  djid  bites  nw  check.  The  grey 
beckons. 

It  is  still  and  quiet  in  the  grey,  but  the  liglit  is  always  there.  1  know  tliai  the  light  is  tbe 
real  world.  But  in  the  real  world  1  am  locked  in  a  madhouse.  I  can't  rciunn  io  ihc  real  world. 
They  will  do  things  to  me  in  tlie  light.  !  reach  out  for  the  black.  The  light  fades  until  1  cari 
hardly  see  the  grey  anymore.  The  grey  does  not  pull  at  me.  IE  is  quiet  in  the  black, 

.r,'^     "Is  she  cold?" 
.\  "Yes." 

"Is  she  dead?" 

"Probably." 

"Good  enough." 

Something  has  changed. 

I  have  thought  about  it  for  a  while,  and  I  will  brave  die  madhouse  so  thatlc;u)  go  bacl^ 
to  my  family,  back  lo  my  baby,  Tiiere  is  something  that  I  need  lo  remember  about  my  baby.  | 
will  remember  when  I  see  him,  1  go  to  the  grey.  I  brace  myself  to  go  to  the  light,  but  the  light 
is  moving  away  and  I  am  falling  back  to  the  black.  I  struggle  and  reach  the  light  All  is  black! 
but  this  is  not  the  black.  Ifeel  a  weight  crushing  me.  1  iun  covered  in  dirt,  i  cannot  breathe,  I 
cannot  scream.  My  struggles  arc  muted  by  the  pressure  o(  the  ciurh.  I  tlee  to  the  black  for  die 
last  time.  In  the  darkest  black  I  find  another  light.  i^'L^     »  ^ 


1 


•  -Lit 


Joe  revenge 

by  Owen 

The  snow  fell  on  New  York,  crisp  and  clean,  the  wind  blowing  spirals  against  buildings,  cars,  people  and  the  little 
unhealed  yellow  cab  with  its  cold  driver  Joe.  "The  snow  always  ends  up  all  black  and  slushy,"  said  Joe  to  him- 
self... 

The  snow  had  fallen  on  New  York,  fresh,  crisp  and  clean  in  November  of  1972.  It  was  not  the  type  of  snow 
that  blows  in  a  squall,  around  and  around,  freezing  you  to  the  bone  and  then  landing  on  the  ground  or  your  face  and 
instantly  melting,  but  the  kind  that  is  perfect  for  packing  together  into  igloos,  snowmen  and  snowballs.  All  the 
children  in  the  neighborhood  were  out  in  the  snow  playing  with  their  fathers.  One  father  and  son  duo  were  making 
the  biggest  snowball  you  had  ever  seen.  It  already  stood  four  feet  high.  Joe  saw  his  father's  unhealed  yellow  cab 
pull  up  in  front  of  the  house.  Joe  decided  that  he  wanted  to  play  in  the  snow  with  his  father. 

Joe's  father  had  been  a  New  York  cabby  for  twenty  years.  He  had  worked  hard  to  get  his  own  car  so  that  he 
could  make  more  money  and  maybe  make  something  of  himself — maybe  one  day  have  his  own  company  if  he 
worked  hard  enough.  But  he  had  a  family  to  lake  care  of,  and  a  mortgage,  and  his  wife's  medical  bill  from  when 
she  had  complications  in  her  pregnancy,  (sometimes  he  wished  he  didn't  have  a  wife). 

Joe.  being  twelve,  figured  that  the  best  way  to  make  his  father  come  and  play  was  to  hit  him  with  a  snow- 
ball. As  soon  as  Joe's  father  had  gotten  out  of  his  unhealed  yellow  cab,  he  was  hit  hard  on  the  left  side  of  his  head 
by  Joe's  snowball.  "Joseph!"  bellowed  Joe's  father  as  his  hand  lifted  and  pointed  at  Joe's  front  door. 

Joe  had  been  following  her  since  she  had  first  left  her  shop;  from  the  coffee  shop  and  deli,  where  she  first 
ripped  me  off  this  morning,  to  the  bank,  Man  she  took  her  sweel  time  in  that  bank,  and  finally  to  her  house. 

He  wailed  in  his  unhealed  yellow  cab  until  midnight,  when  he  decided  to  move  in.  Standing  on  a  garbage 
can,  peeping  through  her  bedroom  window,  he  could  see  that  she  was  alone;  He  crept  around  to  her  back  door,  the 
old  credit-card  trick  never  fails,  and  into  the  house  he  went... 

Joe  hung  his  head,  as  he  always  did  when  he  got  in  trouble.  He  walked  past  his  faflier,  up  the  stairs  to  his 
porch  and  into  his  house.  Joe's  father  followed  Joe  and  slammed  the  door  after  himself.  "Joe!  What  do  you  think 
you  were  doing,  embarrassing  me  like  that?  And  in  front  of  the  neighbors!"  Joe's  father  yelled.  "What  do  you 
have  to  say  for  yourself?" 

"But...but...but...,"  Joe  stuttered,  trying  to  hold  back  tears. 

"No  buts  this  time  Joe,"  said  his  father  all  too  calmly,  grabbing  Joe  by  the  ear  and  pulling  him  up  to  his 
bedroom.  "That  was  a  stupid  thing  to  do  Joe."  said  his  father  as  he  threw  Joe  on  the  bed  and  proceeded  to  remove 
his  belt.  "Now  I'm  gonna  leach  you  not  to  do  no  stupid  things.  And  this  time  I'm  gonna  use  the  buckle." 

Joe  passed  through  the  kitchen,  wait,  gel  the  knife  on  the  counter,  her  room  is  the  third  down  the  hall.  I 
hope  she  ain't  got  no  dog.  He  came  to  her  door  and  mumbled.  "I'm  gorma  teach  you  not  to  do  any  more  stupid 
thihgs." 

Pulling  up  his  collar  to  keep  out  the  cold,  Joe  got  into  his  yellow  cab.  Hey  it's  Friday,  and  drove  off... 
"But  mom...  why  can't  I  go  out?"  asked  Joe  in  vain,"It's  Friday  night." 

"Joe,  I  told  you  weeks  ago  that  I  wanted  to  teach  you  how  to  make  your  great-grandmother's  beef  stew," 
replied  his  mother  calmly  and  collectively. 

Joe  didn't  even  have  to  think  about  what  he  was  doing  this  lime,  that  damned  butcher/  He  just  doesn't  have 
a  clue.  What  kind  of  an  idiot  would  go  around  trying  to  pawn  off  steak  as  stewing  beef.  I  mean,  he  didn't  even  cut 
the  damn  thing  info  cubes  .  So  thought  Joe  in  his  ratty  old  house  surrounded  by  millions  of  multi-legged  vermin. 
In  front  of  him  lay  the  root  of  his  problem,  (or  so  he  thought),  in  that  one  solid  piece  of  beef  .. 

"But  mom,  you  didn't  tell  me  that  you  were  going  to  make  this  stupid  stew  stuff  tonight." 

"Well  Joe,  you  never  go  out  on  any  other  night.  I  don't  see  why  you  have  to  go  out  on  the  night  that  I  set 
aside  to  teach  you  your  great-grandmother's  beef  stew  recipe,  which,  incidentally,  is  not  so  stupid!  It  is  very 
important  that  you  learn  your  great-grandmother's  beef  stew  recipe.  You  know  that  the  doctor  said  that  I  couldn't 
have  any  more  children  after  I  had  you.  "Complications  of  the  pregnancy,"  he  said.  /  say  it  was  your  big  hips. 

Joe  knew  where  the  butcher  lived.  The  butcher  was  actually  a  close  friend  of  his  family.  Joe's  mother  had 
bought  all  of  her  meat  from  the  same  butcher  right  up  until  her  untimely  death  at  the  cottage  in  1 979.  Joe  pulled 
up  in  front  of  the  house.  He  stepped  out  of  the  unhealed  yellow  cab  and  knocked  on  the  door.  "Joey!  How  are 
you?  Please  come  in." 

"But  mom.  couldn't  you  teach  me  next  Friday?  You  see,  I  have  this  date  with  this  giri  and  I  really  kind  of 
like  her." 

"So  your  saying  that  your  hussy  girlfriend  is  more  important  than  your  mother?  Your  family?  Your  tradi- 
tions? Oi!  Joey,  how  can  you  hurt  me  so  much?"  Joe's  mother  began  to  sob.  With  every  moment  Uiat  went  by  she 
became  more  hysterical.  "You  devil,  you  Devil.  You  DEVEL!"  she  screamed,  flailing  her  arms  around  her  1 950's 
linoleum  kitchen.  Joe,  paralyzed  with  guilt,  could  only  stare  and  gape  at  what  he  had  made  his  mother  do,  (or  so 
he  thought). 

"So  Joey,  what  brings  you  to  see  an  old  man  on  a  Friday  night?  Huh?  Speak  up  boy,"  said  the  butcher  as 
he  walked  back  to  the  kitchen.  Joe  followed. 

"I  have  a  problem  with  my  stewing  beef  It  wasn't  cut  into  cubes." 

"I'm  sorry  Joey.  I  ran  out  of  cubed  meat  and  there  was  this  rush  of  customers... and  I  figured  that  you  of  all 
people  would  know  how  to  cut  the  stewing  beef  from  my  store,  which  you've  bought  here  every  Friday  since  your 
mother  died." 

"So  your  saying  that  all  those  other  people  are  more  important  than  me,"  said  Joe  as  he  reached  behind 
himself  on  tlie  counter  for  the  razor-sharp  carving  knife. 

Driving,  Joe  felt  satisfied,  as  if  something  that  had  been  holding  him  back  had  finally  been  removed.  But 
he  could  not  find  the  words  to  express  the  joy.  the  power  that  he  fell.  Joe  felt  Uie  hot  blood  pumping  through  his 
veins.  He  fell  like  he  was  on  some  drug  Uiat  made  it  seems  as  if  the  whole  universe  had  come  into  perfect  order. 

TO  MY  SECTION  OP  5Uf f      TH^  CON5^QU^'NCE5 


Mad  Love 


I  drank  two  Cokes,  closed  the  door  and  opened  the  window,  allowing 
die  cold,  pork-smelling  air  into  my  heavily  postered  bedroom.  The 
weeded  eyes  of  EPMD  spied  down  on  me  from  underneath  their  twin 
fishing  hat,  Flavor  Flav's  clock  read  9: 11  and  LLCool  J  peered  through 
a  chain-link  fence. 

"Thinkin  of  a  master  plan,  def  with  the  record,  def  with  the 
record..."  Rakim  declared  over  a  flute  loop  as  the  Indian  lady  warmed 
her  voice  up.  t  pressed  slop  on  the  tape  deck  and  turned  my  attention 
to  the  Dr  Rhythm  drum  machine.  I  fired  up  and  the  kicks  began  pound- 
ing my  chest  as  the  snares  stabbed  my  ears.  Rolling,  not  too  fast  and 
not  loo  slow,  the  beat  was  a  good  fuck,  or  at  least  what  I  imagined  a 
fuck  would  be  like.  Word. 

The  Cokes  had  got  me  open  and  furious  rhymes  would  not  stop 
forming  in  my  mouth  (which  had  become  mad  dry  by  the  time  Smartass 
showed  up). 

"What  up,  kid?"  asked  Smartass,  his  maroon  Texas  A&M  jacket 
drowning  his  sixteen- year-old  frame. 
"Have  a  Coke." 
'Word." 

I  had  another  Coke,  (I  never  let  a  guest  drink  a  Coke  in  my  crib 
unless  I  partake  of  the  Real  Thing  as  well),  and  told  him  my  dad  had 
jetted,  which  was  good  cuz  my  pops  couldn't  stand  hearing  his  son 
make  the  "nigger  music"  upstairs.  Smartass  gripped  the  mic. 

Mad  beats,  mad  rhymes,  mad  flow. 

Representin  on  the  lovely. 

"Yo,"  said  Smartass,  his  dejacketed  arm  wiping  the  sweat  from 
his  close-cropped  dome-piece,  "when  we  grow  up..." 
"I  know,"  I  interrupted,  "we  gorma  be  rappers." 


So  Smartass,  Mathmalic  and  me  was  walkin  down  the  street, 
somewhere  in  Skarbro.  The  sun  was  at  the  top  of  the  sky  and  it  was 
real  hot.  My  ass  was  sweaty  and  some  Puma-clad  head  was  doing  the 
backspins  in  my  cranium.  I  had  made  sure  to  go  back  to  the  Honey- 
comb Hideout  that  morning  and  pick  up  all  die  empties.  There  ain't  no 
need  for  kids  to  be  exposed  lo  the  evils  of  teenage  society,  I  was  Uiinkin, 
or  something  like  that.  Or  maybe  I  thought  the  empties  held  some 
significance,  like  seashells  on  a  beach.  Either  way,  I  had  been  on 
some  cleaning-up  shit  and  I  really  needed  a  Coke. 

"Look.  I  gotta  bail."  said  Mathmatic,  the  burden  of  homework 
heavy  on  his  broad  shoulders. 

"Lates."  I  acknowledged. 

"Lates."  said  Smartass. 

The  two  of  us  went  into  Snappy's  Foodmart  and  read  some  shitty 
Marvel  Comics  for  a  while,  and  then  I  bought  as  many  Cokes  as  I 
could  with  a  ten  dollar  bill.  Eight  Cokes,  I  think.  The  door  jingled  as 
we  left,  a  sentient  security  camera  following  us. 

I  drank  two  Cokes  and  poured  a  third  one  out  for  Smartass  and 
Mathmatic,  my  dead  homies,  as  I  was  feeling  mad  dead. 

"Why  you  waslin'  that  Coke?"  asked  Smartass,  his  Nike  louque 
slung  over  his  thin  eyes. 

"I'm  pourin*  some  out  for  us." 

"Rob,  man.  Chill.  It  ain't  so  bad." 

"It's  tike  this,  man."  I  began,  as  a  tear  dropped  from  my  eye, 
"We  lost.  Know  what  I'msayin?" 

"Who  cares?"  he  asked,  a  drop  of  Coke,  (not  a  tear),  dropping 
from  his  lip  to  his  hoodie  below,  "We  jusl  come  with  the  straight-up 
battle  rhymes  next  lime.  No,  fuck  that!  We  come  widi  the  slraight-up 
buckshots!" 

"Yeah.  The  buckshots." 
"Word  up!  The  gals,  kid!" 
I  laughed. 

"No  joke."  the  Smart  One  declared. "  I'm  just  gonna  murder  MCs! 
Know  what  I'm  sayin?" 

I  drank  anodier  Coke  and  left  my  murdered  soul  on  the  sticky, 
butt-littered  floor  of  Lee's  Palace.  It  ain't  no  thang,  though,  cuz  I  got 
mad  Cokes  and  Mad  Love. 


LITERARY  QUOTE  OF  THE  MONTH 

"That  bastard  D.H  Lawrence.  Jusl  another  of  those  damned 
romantics.  Das  ewig  weibliche  zieht  uns  heran..  Art  for  the 
sake  of  a  bitch  with  hot  pants,  for  Christ's  sake!  GoeUie,  Hugo. 
Shelley,  the  rest  of  diose  obscenities — name  me  one  who  could 
tell  the  difference  between  his  soul  and  his  balls. 

-  Hugh  MacLerman 

The  Watch  That  Ends  the  Night 


HOROSCOPES 

by  the  collective  unconscious 


Aries  (March  21  -  April  19) 

You  only  have  yourself  to  blame  for  ihe  mess  you're  in.  Be  prepared  and  on  your  best 
behaviour  and  don't  lei  your  temper  get  the  best  of  yoie  tliis  time,  or  else  you'll  have 
another  gas  station  aitendanl  stuffed  in  your  trunk.  Congratulations  on  working  bard 
(you  have  been,  right?),  enjoy  your  holiday  and  iie  as  decorative  as  you  can.  Paint 
your  face  red  and  green  and  drop  in  on  a  random  family.  They'll  love  your  songs, 

Taurus  (April  20  -  May  )9) 

Well,  the  bull  is  abundant  at  this  tinieofyear,  huh?  You  have  many  unfmisiied  tasks  on 
your  plate,  so  cat  ail  your  vegetables.  Even  die  moldy,  rotten  ones.  You'll  feel  belter 
about  yourself.  [In  no  way  docs  the  Iimis  Herald  mean  to  imply  that  you  should 
cat  potentially  poisonous  food,  and  will  in  no  way  lake  respon.sibUity  for  any  in^ 
jury  sustained  as  a  result  of  reading  your  horoscope.  Why  don't  you  bleeding 
hearts  take  responsibility  for  your  own  lives  for  a  change?  Stop  blaming  society, 
you  pathetic  losers-  ed,]  Take  .some  time  to  relax  and  lake  a  break  in  order  to  deal 
ith  the  winter  bines. 

Gemini  (May  20  -  June  20} 

Personality  wise  ,yoii  are  entering  a  time  of  radical  changes  in  altitudes  and  opinions. 
Do  not  let  the  team  of  doctors  discover  tiiis,  lest  they  will  put  you  in  the  "monkey 
ward"  with  oniy  an  imaginary  budgie  for  company.  Smile,  eat  lots  of  stuffing  and  cut 
down  on  your  stress  level  or  you'll  crash  and  bum.  We  suggest  morphine.  Oh  yeah, 
Gemini  are  twins!  Drop  your  phone  number  off  in  room  305,  Innis  College.  We'd 
iove  to  meet  you  both! 

Cancer  (June  21  -  July  22) 

You  will  be  meeting  many  new  people  soon.  Give  them  a  chance  to  show  you  their 
capabilities  and  you  will  learn  sometliing.  Your  performance  level  is  very  high  so  take 
advantage  of  this  time,  but  don't  spread  yourself  thin  or  your  health  will  deteriorate. 
I'm  sorry  to  hear  about  your  relationship,  but  trust  Is  an  essential  part  and  who  violated 
it,  anyway?  Misdetoe  my  ass  -  still,  if  you  learn  to  keep  your  tongue  in  check,  you  will 
reap  the  libidinous  benefits  of  a  happy  holiday. 

Leo  (July  23 -August  21) 

Leo  i.s  like  the  lion.  Tlie  king  of  beasfs.  Take  a  shower,  you  stink. 
Virgo  (August  22  -  September  22) 

I  am  not  a  Virgo,  but  I  feel  as  though  I  can  relate  to  you  people.  1  know  now  that  you 
are  really  not  the  kind  of  strange  wild  apes  I  considered  you  previouslv.  Instead,  you 
are  brilliant  race  of  half-baked  centaurs  from  the  planet  Urg.  Ccnsequeniiv,  I  love  you 
crazy  Virgos!  Oh,  and  remember  that  when  you  make  a  change,  there  are  conse- 
quences. Big  time  consequences.  Someone  might  be  angry.  And  dial  someone  might  ■ 
be  me. 

Libra  (September  23  -  October  22) 

There  are  a  lot  of  personal  pressures  at  this  pomi  m  tmie,  and  vou  must  be  willing  to 
sacrifice  something  that  you  hold  dear  in  order  to  finally  relax.  Like  a  goal.  I  know  it 
!i  be  difficult,  but  put  your  socializing  on  hold  and  face  your  responsibilities.  You 
should  pay  back  your  loan  shark  before  he  breaks  your  legs.  Trust  your  feelings  and 
enjoy  your  holiday! 

Scorpio  (October  23  -  November  21) 

You're  getting  a  lot  of  advice  lately,  but  you  know  yourself  Fallow  your  own  logic. 

You  know,  that's  utter  bullshit,  if  1  really  wanted  you  not  to  listen  to  advice  any  more, 
d  say  "stop  reading  this,  throw  out  your  television,  masturbate,  and  gel  on  with  your 
od  damned  life!"  Of  course,  I  would  not  say  that  to  you.  I  want  you  hanging  on  every 

fucking  word  1  crank  out.  Remember.  I  know  what  you  did  last  Tuesday. 

Sagittarias  (November  22  -  December  21) 

It's  time  to  take  the  "sag"  out  of  "Sagittarius".  And  the  '"git"  too.  And  the  "arius"',  but 
you  should  leave  in  "it"  because  everyone  needs  to  get  "it"  from  time  to  time.  Espe- 
cially "us".  Drop  by  your  phone  number  at  room  305,  Innis  College,  and  we'll  hitch 
up,  archer  baby.  But  first,  you  must  get  rid  of  the  "sag". 

Capricorn  (December  22  -  January  21) 

Do  not  rush  iove.  li  will  happen.  TTieonly  thing  thai  rushing  iove  could  possibly  do  is 
mess  you  up  so  bad  the  only  thing  you  can  do  is  sit  at  home,  masturbate,  and  write 
crappy  horoscopes  while  you  mull  over  your  horrific  internal  bleeding.  1  hale  you!  Bu 
tonly  until  you  realize  just  how  cik)1  you  are  and  thai  I'm  stuck  here  writing  these  in  a 
stuffy  office,  where  all  the  ashtrays  have  mysteriously  disappeared.  An  omen? 

Aquarius  (January  22  -  February  19) 

You  will  be  invited  to  three  Ciiristcnings  this  mondi.  Do  not  go  to  any  of  them,  and  if 
you  do  -  don't  say  I  didn't  warn  you.  While  you  might  find  your  studies  slipping  of 
late,  don't  worry  about  it.,  your  sex  life  will  soon  improve.  I  don't  know  why  you 
shouldn't  worry,  but  just  don't.  You'll  feel  better  about  everything  if  you  just  gel 
:ally  drunk  and  attack  a  bicycle  police  officer,  (I  don't  txactly  know  what  to  say 
about  this,  other  than  I  wish  !  was  an  Aquarius.  Personally,  the  Innis  Herald  feels 
that  the  police  are  doing  a  really  great  job,  especially  the  underappreciated  bike 
cops.  Three  cheers  for  the  bike  cops!  Hip  hip  hooray!  Hip  hip  hot)ray!  Hip  hi  oh 
forget  it  -Ed] 

Pisces  (February  20  -  March  20) 

I  '11  bet  you  feel  just  great,  being  perpetually  dumped  at  the  end  of  every  horoscope 
seciion.  Well,  that's  jusi  tough.  You  were  bom  at  the  wrong  time,  but  thai  doesn't 
mean  you're  a  loser.  Go  out  there  and  make  something  of  yourself!  Maybe  you  can 
even  write  alt  the  world's  horoscopes  some  day,  or,  maybe  you  should  take  an  appeal 
before  the  Pope  and  get  him  to  change  the  way  horoscopes  are  written.  Only  he  has 
that  power!  You  would  no  longer  be  placed  at  the  bull's  end  of  cver>'thing  mystical  on 
the  back  page  of  every  newspaper  in  the  known  world.  Cry  me  a  river,  fish  head. 
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QUIZ  MASTER  8000: 


•  SCORING: 

ARE  YOU  SEXUALLY  ACTIVE?!  s:::::^t"Coin« 


1.  What  is  your  definition  of  "sex"? 

a)  Eating  lacos  and  dreaming  of  your  soul-mate 

b)  Playing  the  harpsichord  with  your  genitals 

c)  "it".  You  know,  "it". 

d)  The  number  in  between  five  and  seven 

e)  $50  bucks  to  gel  lucky! 


For  every  C,  add  three  points,  but  then 
'  subtract  them  right  away 
1  For  every  D,  dance  around  the  room  in 
I  concentric  circles  until  you  can  see  seven 
I  points  Hoating  in  the  air.  Then,  add  them 
'  to  your  score 

I  For  every  E,  take  another  one.  Then  give 
I  yourself  a  good  stabbing,  as  well  as  2 
points! 


I  ^ 

2.  When  was  the  last  time  you  had  sex?  I — 

a)  I'm  having  sex  right  now;  it's  really  great  sex,  because  I'm  reading  this 

b)  Why  does  everyone  always  ask  me  that?!  Get  off  my  back! 

c)  Just  before  I  started  reading  this  article,  I  thought  about  sex  a  lot.  Now,  I'm  disgusted  by  that  concept, 

d)  Three  years  ago,  but  there  were  5  other  people  involved.  And  trained  monkeys  (with  sticks!) 

e)  The  last  time  I  saw  your  mother,  asshole! 

3.  What  is  your  favourite  sexual  position? 

a)  missionary 

b)  "the  santa" 

c)  69  (also  accepted:  96) 

d)  72 

e)  sitting  in  front  of  my  TV,  watching  cheap  pom 

4.  If  you  had  to  have  sex  with  a  car,  what  kind  of  car  would  that  be? 

a)  KITT,  The  Knight  Rider  car 

b)  A  Volkswagen  bus 

c)  A  Sherman  tank 

d)  Cindy  Crawford 

e)  A  bi-cycle  without  a  seat 

5.  How  would  you  gel  a  complete  stranger  to  have  sex  with  you? 

a)  Kill  them,  then  have  your  wicked  way  with  their  dead  body 

b)  Say.  "Hey  Mr.  Pope  man!  I  need  the  oral  sex  NOW!  I'm  a  sinner! 

c)  Hi.  I'm  the  editor-in-chief  of  the  Innis  Herald.  Let's  have  sex. 

d)  Say.  "Hey.  baby.  How  much?" 

e)  Romance  them  with  flowers  and  elegant  dinners.  Take  them  to  the 
meet  their  parents,  and  then  have  sex  with  their  older  brother  and  cat. 

6.  When  did  you  lose  your  virginity? 

a)  The  day  I  discovered  that  small  cracks  in  couches  could  be  fun 

b)  Wow!  I'm  not  a  virgin?  Give  me  a  cigacrctte! 

c)  When  I  was  13.  and  my  mom  was  "taking  up  my  pants" 

d)  Frosh  Week,  when  I  was  "down  on  the  farm" 

e)  Thursday 

7.  How  repulsive  do  you  find  this  quiz? 

a)  Not  at  all.  I  find  it  tame  compared  with  my  crazy  sex  life. 

b)  A  little  bit.  I  don't  appreciate  cracks  about  my  mother. 

c)  Some. 

d)  I  will  find  the  sick  moron  who  wrote  this  and  cut  off  their  goolies! 

e)  !  wasn't  paying  attention.  Could  you  repeat  the  question? 


theatre. 

At  the  same  time. 


8.  Are  you  sexually  active? 

a)  Yeah 

b)  no 


^^you  answered... 
I  0:  You  are  a  sexual  deviant  with  four 
I  nipples. 

I  1-5:  Same  as  above,  only  you  have  a 
I  fetish  for  Pee  Wee  Herman  and  really 
]  like  snakes 

I  6-10:  Leopardskin.  You  know  what 
I  we  mean! 

I  11-15:  international  playperson. 
I  Send  us  pictures! 

16-20:  You  enjoy  looking  at  babies' 
'  asses. 

I  2I-:  We  need  people  like  you  to  write 
I  for  the  Innis  Herald.  Drop  your 
1  submissios  to  room  305.  Innis 


I  College. 


.J 


